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Ah where can fly my ſoul's true love 
Adieu to delight — 
At ſixteen years — you could get * 


A linnet juil fledg? Ss 
A clerk 1 was in 8 3 


1 


1 


A wife am I but, we! — 
A flaxen headed cow-boy — 
Adieu my Flore ſki ſor ever — 


Acrols the Downs this morni 
A dance round the and ng. boſom fon delight — 
A tit a tat they call me yet | 

All in the downs the fleet n 


Be gone, eee eee 


Adieu, a dlieu. my only life — . 
At evening when my work is done . 
A Jock I am from Sheilds I hail — — 
| B | | 
Bright Chanticleer proclaims the dawn — 40 
Bright Phœbus has mounted the chariot of day — 120 


Come let us dance and fing 
Could you to battle ma: ch away — 58 
Come cheer up my lads, merry o near 
Cruel fair! who ſecret anguiſh —— 

Charming village maid 
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Come all ye brave Iriſh that ſail the falt ſeas — 8 
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Dear youth, keep this for Mary's fake — — 


Dear is my little native vale 


Dowe you ſec that as how I'm a ſportſman in ſtyle S 


Dear Will where art thou going? — 
Dowa in the north country — — 
E. | 


Ere around the huge Oak that o'er ſhadow'd yon mill 
| | 7 

Faint and wearily —— — 
Flutt' ing in my breaſt I ſecl — ans 
For England when with fav*:ing gale — 
Fai Annu lov'd a ruſtic boy — — 
From night till moru I take my glaſs wo 
Fa ew:l] to old Ene land, thy white clifts adieu! — 
Far remov'd from noiſe and ſmoak — i 
Far, Ellen was a gentle maid — Gs 
Fill me a bowl — — — 
Go George I can't endure you — — 
Gentle Hymen at thy _ — * 
Here, a ſheer hulk —— ꝛDũ . — — 
Hope whiſpei'd a flattering tale 3 3 
How happily my life I led — — 
How gaily roll'd the moments on — 
Her mouth which a ſmile a >." ai ac 
In the downhill of liſe - << - — 
I like each girl that I come near 8 
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INDEX | 
m the dead of the night, when with labour oppreſt -- 
I ſat out one eve with intention to roam 
In yonder wilds ah let me ſtray 
I trewble to think that my ſoldier _ bold 
I was d'ye fee a weterman 
I'm a boy full of ſpunk — 

'm jolly Dick the lamplighter — 
1 Gan the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe — 
I've tho't and Uve ſaid ic fin 1 were a boy 
J was the pride ol all tie Thames — 


Th e 


I'm here or there a jolly dog — 
I'm daſhing dick the duſt man — — 
I ſail'd from the Downs in the Nancy 

I am a briſk and ſprightly lad — 


In a ſad mould'ring cave u he: e the wretched retreat - 
In the low winding valc that re fre ſn'd by the ſtream 


I've nov'd fem dillant pleaſant bower's — 
Iu a cottage I live, and th: cot of content — 
Jack Ratlin was the ablefl ſeaman, — 

1 | L 
Little think the Townſman's wife — —ů— 
Long in the B:itith army ä ˖ — 
Long live great George our King . 
Life's like a ſea in conſtant motion — 
re but care „„ 
M little H OP - 

y name is {tie A || — — 
Ny name's Tippy Bob — „ 
My love 2 is young, poor little : boy * 3 
No more 1'1! court the town brd fair — — 


Ive INDEX. 
O | | 

On the lightly ſportive wing — — 7 
O happy tawny Moor! when you lore— — 10 

come away — — — 15 
O you whoſe lives on land are paſs'd — 28 

all ſenſations pity brings —— — 58 
One ſummer eve 2s Nancy fair — — 100 
O have you ſeen the bluſhing roſe — - 121 
Old Ergtand's a lion ſtietch'd out at his eaſe— — 127 
O dcarly do 1 love to rove — — . 6 
Of noble race was Shinken —_ — 164 


On the lake of Rillarney 1 firſt faw the lad —— 165 
Oh what a country for * to mairly”— — — 166 


Peaceſul flumb'; i ;ing on the ocean —— — 11 

Peaceful lnocermg on the ocean — — 12 
Pretty tube of mighiy power — — 180 

K | 

Roſy wine 1s the key, that will open the heart — 110 

| 8 : 5 5 
She me a lawyer refuſing a good fem: ? — 16 
Soft muſic! let my bumble la — — 18 
Since love is the plan — — 63 
Sweet is the {hip that under ſail =_ 67 


Since Zeph'rus firſt taſted the charms of my Flora 87 
Sweet poll of Plymouth was my dear — — 105 
See the park throng'd with coachcs the nobles all run 138 


Silly maid 2 — 2 
 *PT'was on the Severn's ſedgy margin — — 6 
Tho' oft we meet ſevere diſtreſss — — 0 


The Goddeſs of mountains, Bly the, roſy and free - 27 
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There was Dorothy Dump — — 
"Twas on Chriſtmas day —4 — 
The lamp of Hope by rays of light — ä 
'T was at the hour of day' s decline — 
"Twas ſaturday night the twinkling ſtar — 

Tis wine alone can baniſh care — — 
The ſun ſets in niguht —— 
The meadows look chearful — — 


Tho' you think by this to vex uỹe — — 
The ſweet briar grows in the merry greenwood — 
Tom Truelove woo'd the ſweeteſt fair 
| Twas one day at Wapping his dangers o'er hauling 
0 There was an Iriſh lad — 
1 Tho' IJ am now a very little lad — 
Tho' old England cries William invites me to arms 
Ibis life is like a country dance 
Tis life, tis life an equivalent . — 
"Twas in Edinburgh town | 
The Romans in England they once did ſway 
Twas within a mile of Edinborough town 
The ſignal diſplay'd, to engage we prepare 
7 Thco' foreſts drear I once did ſtra/ 
* Thro' all the conditions of life — 
Tobxcco's but an Indian weed — 
The mind of a woman can never be known 
W 
When I was a younker, 1 was apprentic'd 
When the hollow drum has beat to hed 
When Love gets you faſt in her clutches 
v When France grown rebellio 
When night ſpreads her 2 around 
Why my Julia *. this care — 
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When Jack parted from me — — 79 
ä 96 


When ni upon uard — 
Why aſk when o'er the — i — by 


With thee all hardſhips of life I could bare — 34. 


When the anchor's weigh'd and the ſhip's unmoor'd 36 
When I've money I am merry 4 — 4 
When in war on the ocean we meet the proud foe 50 
While up the ſhrouds the ſailor goes — 1; 
When Britain firſt at Heaven's commane— 58 


We ſoldiers drink we ſoldiers ſing - 
When Arthur firſt at court began —— 70; 
Wheul took my departure from Dublin's ſweet town 197 
With lowly {uit and plaintive ditty 

When I comes to town with a load. of hay —— 112 
When my money was gone which I gain'd ia the wars 141 


What have you got for dinner Mrs. Bond — 159 
Woman is curious ſure nature's to blame — 262 
When Cupid firſt his trade began _ — 169 
When ſpring ſkims lightly oer he lawn — 172 

What tho' the one have gold in ſtore— — 174 
Whilſt happy in my * land — — 175 
When the bright God of day _ — 17 
Wheu little on the village 2 5 — 162 


Ve jobbers underwriters, ye tribe of pen and ink 42 


You Gentlemen of England who live at home at caſe 48 
You care of money care no more — — 7 
Young Ralph's my name, the waggoner—— 72 
Ye ſportſmen draw near and ye ſportſ women too — 111 
Young Teddy is an Iriſh lad — — 119 
Ye mortals who prize the ſweet joys of the chace -- 151 


Ye good fcllows all, Care's an errant old aſs — 18 
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Songs, Sc. 
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| TO-MORRO N, 
A Favorite New Soxc, by Mr. Co: :. NA. 
Tu xx TV:ith my Jug in one Hand. 
N the Downhill of Life, 
When I find I'm declining, 
lay my Fate molt fortunate be, 
Than a ſnug cbow chair 
Can afford for reclining, 
And a Cot that o'eriooks the wide Sea; 
With an ambling pad Poney 
Io pace o'er the Lawn, 
Mhile I carrol away idle Sorrow: 
| And biythe as the Lark 
That each Day hails the Dawn, 
Look forward with Liope for To-morrow. 
With a Porch at : Door | 
Both for Shelter and Shade tao. 
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As the Sunſhine or Rain may prevail, 
— And a ſmall Spot of Ground 
For the Uſe of the Spade too, 


With a Barn for the Uſe of the Flail ; 
PE Ile 1 _— | 


And a tat s any a 3 wants to borrow : 
| I'll envy no Nabob 

His Riches or Fame, 

Nor what honours may wait him To-morrow. 


From the bleak Northern Blaſt 
| May my Cot be —_—y 
| Secur'd by a neighbouring Hill; 
And at Night may Repoſe 
Steal upon me more ſweetly, 
By the ſound of a murmuring Rill; 
And while Peace and Plenty 
I find at my Board, 
With a Heart free from Sickneſs 5 Sorrow; 
With my Friends will I ſhare 
What 10 Day may afford, 
And let them ſpread the Table To-morrow. 
And when I at laſt 
Muſt throw off this frail Covering, 
Which I've worn for threeſcore years and ten; 
On the brink of the Grave 
I'll not ſeek to keep hovering, 
Nor my * wiſh to ſpin o'er again ; 


48). 
But my face in the Glaſs 
I'll ſerenely ſurvey, 
And with ſmiles count each wrinkle and furrow | 
As this Old worn out Stuff 


W hich 15 Threadbare to Day 
May become Everlaſting To-morrow. 


— 
THE TOOTHLESS FAIR ONE. 


II. me! 1 am loſt and forlorn! 
No hope can my anguiſh aſſuage; 
For, alas! long before 1 was born, 3228 
My fair one had died of old age! Ee: 
Well-a-day! Well-a-day! 


| Why, Tins, {hould'ſt thou be fo uncouth ? 
Why withzr her beauties divine? 
Why rob her of every tooth, 

Before 1 had cut one of mine ? 


Well-a-day ! wel a. day 
At night, to her tomb I'll repair, 


To echo my ſorrows 1mpart ; 
Cut a lock of her lovely grey hair, 
And the ringler ſhall tine * my 
Well-a-day! Well-a-day! 
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TWAS ON THE SEVERN's SEDGY MARGIN, 

Sung by Mrs. Second, at the Bat“ Concer: ;, 
"nas on the Severn's ſc doy Margin, 


Where Penſive damon Ae d to Hray, 
All on the moſs grown bank reclining, 
He tun'd to the winds his careleſs lay. 


; Stupendous Mountains heard his murm ring, 


Sweet Echo, caught the plaintive long, 


Mongſt pendent rocks, the wild notes w arblins, 


Adown the Dale, ſoft ſounds prolong. 


How ſad his fate, whoſe heart e'er changing, 


That roves at large, and fix'd by none, 
Far 1 he, who free from ranging 


Sull ondly loves, and loves but one. 


DICKY GOSSIP. 


HEN I was a younker, I was appronti cd 
Unto a gay barber, to dapper and airy , 


I next was a carpenter, then turn'd a dentiſt, 


Then taylor, good lord ! then an apothecary. 
But for this trade or that, 
They all come as b, 
As they can; 
For ſhaving, and iooth- eng, 
Bleeding, cab aging, and ſawin, 82 
Dieky Golih is the man. 
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Tho' tavlor and dentiſt but aykwardiy tether, 
In both the vocations 1 Hill have my lavings 
Aud two of my irades co. ap'e rarcly togethe r. 
£01 darber and carpbuter r boch deal in av 
So ior this trade or that, 
1 Hey 411 Come 45 147 Kc. 


Rut unders will 1 nappen in dallings o var 
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With delight 


At the Maſquctade. 
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(VI 
Beneath this maſk what tender woe: 
We ſofily hear reveal'd, | 
Secure, that, while the boſum glows, 
Our bluſhes he conceal'd ! | 
Let grave ones warn us as they may, 


Of ev'ry harmleſs joy afraid, 


While we're young and we're gay, 
Let us frolick and play 
At che Maſquerade. 


IIither trips along a beau ſo ſmart,—dear heart! 
Pretty laſs, this way—ſoft, ſoft, flay here—my dear! 


»Tis a favour, Sir, 1 muſt deny.—Qh he ! 


Can I truſt myſelf alone with you ? - Adieu! 


Then amid the crowd we mix again 
And join the motley train. 
Let grave ones, &c. | 
ALL THINGS GOOD. 
Sung by Mr. MUNDEN. | 
| GLASS is good, and a laſs is good 
And a pipe to ſmoke in cold weather ; 


The world is good, and the people are good, 


And we are all good fellows together. 
A bottle! it is av thi | 
Wick a quod deal « 12. . 
A ſong is good when a body can ſing, 
And, to finiſh, you muſt begin it. 


— —ði1é 2 — kn 


(9) 


A friend is good, when you're out of good lucl., 
For chat is the time to try him; | 

For a Juſtice, good, the haunch of a buck, 
Wich ſuch a good preſent you buy him. 


A fine old woman is good when ſhe's dead, 
A rogue very good, for good hanging; 
A fool 1s good by the noſe to be led, 
My ſong deſerves a good banging. 
WHEN THE HOLLOW DRUM. 
| Sung by Mrs. BLAND. 
TX 7 HEN the hollow drum has beat to bed, 
When the little Fifer hangs his head; 
Still and mute | | 
| The Mooriſh flute, 
And nodding guards, watch wearily , 
Then will ve 
| From priſon free, 
March out by mens cherily, 

When the Mooriſh cymbals claſh by day, 
When the brazen trumpets ſhcilly bray, 
: Ihe ſlave in vain, NE 

May then complain 
Of ona oY knavery. 
ould he know 
His time 10 go, 


And lily flip from flavery, 


610 


ITis enen the hollow dum has beat t6 hes. 
When the little Fifer hangs Ins head ; 
Still and mate 
Tuc Mooriſh flute, 
And acuding guards watch. wear... 
Oh then mult he, | 
om priſon fre. : 
March or.: by moon-1ight cheers. 


— 
TAWNY NIOOR 


* f 4 % # + Þ 
Mr. Bannijtir, Jun. ond Rr Fee 
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oY HAFPY tawny lor! when you, lov 
Climb the monntats with „our trug lobe 


10 
Will you, E» the wan, 
The mulic play! 
Your ſweet guitar a tinkhine, $4: 
Liſtens to his Span- th lady 


Tang, tankt, tanki, taz, tan. 


Tanki, tanki, tav. 


| MRS. BL. AND. 
O »onny tawny Moor! together | 
When we brave the wind and weather, 
Won't you, by he way, 
From Agues tray p 
When my uiter's a Unkling dadi, 
Love no other Spaniſh lady. 


Tang, tanki, &c, 


* — - 


* 
- 
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„ 
MR. BANNISTER, 


ate, pretty Agnes, ceale ! no beaut, 
” er could draw me from uy duty: 
Let them all the day, 
Their mulic play ; 


| MRS. BLAND. 
Taen my guitar tinkling, Jadi 
Follows now his Spanifl lady. 
Mxs. Biaty. Then my | 3 
Vr. . Her ſwect 18 e 
Follows now his Spaniſh lady. 
Tang, tanki, tanki. tang, tan,, 
Tanki, tankt, tay. 


: linkling, Sadi 


LULLABV. 
Sr: 11 by & 79 nora &torare. 


EACEFUI fumb' ring on the ocear, 
Scamen fear no danger nich; 
ihe winds and waves in gentle motion, 
Soothe them with thur Lullaby, 
In the winds tempeflucus blowins, 
Still no danger they dolor ;; 
The guitleſs heart each boon L.liowingy 
Socthes them with its Lullaby, 


= 


To the tune of Lullaby! 


6612) 
THE SLEEPING MARINERS. 


| 1 ſnoozing on the _ 


Seamen fear no danger nigb. 
Though the world is in commotion, 
We are rock'd to Lullaby ! 

Lullaby ! U Lullaby! &c. 


In Torbay ſecure at anchor, 
Ly, maſts firuck and calm the ſky ; 


e from the florm, or Gallic rancour, 


We ** our Lullaby! 


Lullaby! Lullaby! &c 


Give foros, who are ſo curious, 
Double watches=wet or dry; 
we us, who are not ſo furious, 


e ſpells of Lullaby! 


Let night come with billows roaring, 
*"Twixt two hammocks ſnug we lic 
Full allowance take of ſnoring, 


Lullaby ! I. 45 


Lullaby! Lullaby! ! &, 


| —— 


OO ow 


Eu 
or. 
Ar. Incledon and Mr. Johnſton. 


LIKE each girl that I come near, 
But none 1 love but _ 
Oh! ſhe's my darling, only 
Bewite hing little faity . 


1 aſk a kifs, and ſhe lacks down, 


Her chnaks are ſpread with dluſhes ; 


By Jove. ſays I, I'll take the town, 


Me, back, ſhe gently puſhes. 


MR. INCLEDON, 


When off 'twas flown, and twas my place, 
To fly for Mary's bonnet : 


So charming look id her lovely face, 


There I flood gazing on it. 


Dreſs'd all in white, ſhe tripp'd from den 


And ſet my blood 3 trilling; : | 
Oh! zound+! cried I, „ the Foanch are coming," 
Sweet Mary look'd ſo killing. 


MR. JOHNSTONE. 


When to our Colonel at review, 
A Dutcheſs cried ſo airy ; 


_ «© How does 12 Royal Highneſs do?” | 


Said 1, thank you Mary.” 


; 
i 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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NMR. INCLE DON, 
To quick time marching other dav, 
Our h fes play'd + Andrew Carey, 
To every girl I gave the way, 
In compliment to Mary. 


TIIE ROSARY. 
Sung by Mrs. MARTYT.. 


a HO? of't we micet ſevere diltreſs, 


In veut'ring out to Sea; 
Ine perils of the florm ſeem leſs, 
fs we td heaven our vows addreſs, 
Ard {5 the checrivg Rosary, 


Jur kids that rove ihe Mountain wide, 
And bound in harmlels glec 


] feek each day at ercn ide. 


and while their courie J hom: ward guide, 
I {ing thc cheering ROSARY 


Ard in the deeper ſhades, of night, 
Witt theo“ the woods 1 flog: | 
Where gloom and ſudence yield affright, 
To make my cating heart lit light, 
1 ung the chceling Ros ART. 


4 
THE BONNY SOLDIER. 
Sung by Mrs. CLENDENNING, 
COME away, 


Come, my Soldier Bonny ; 
I'm ſmart and ga 


But for my Soldier Johnny. 


Fnſhgn “ Pretty Doll,“ 
Crimſon ſaſh ſo wrapt in, 
Minces, Charming Poll, 
& Can you love a Captain ?* 
O come away,“ &c, 


To his fine marque, 
At the camp ſaſt ſummer; 
Ile ſent for me to tea 
By the Lunle Drummer. 
OOO comc away,“ &c, 
As I croſs Parade, 
| Othcers ſtand blinking, 
Under eac!: cockade, 
Sly, an eye cocks winking. 
O come away, &c, 
Johnny ſteps in time, | 


Swcetiv play the hautboys; 


Hearts all merry chime, 
March, end beat the foe, ooys! 
O cone away,“ &c, 


- — 


HEW me a lawyer tefuſing a good fee, 


— > ci 
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( 16 ) 
A MAN IN A THOUSAND. 
Sung by Mr. MUNDEN. 


Or pious Dean not thinking of a Biſhops ſee ; 
A Dottor that wont ſqeee ze ſick ladies by & hand } 
*Poticary, whom his {crawl well can undes land; 
Dancing-maſter objett io dancing off with miſs 


 Methodiſt-preachcr, not in a corner kiſs: 


Young Euſign, not proud of his thumping large 
cockade | a | 


Or true Britiſh Tar, who of Frenchmen is afraid ; 


Parliament-elettor, Who never ſold his vote, 


Patliament-orator, who will not turn his coat, 


Aud that 1s a man 1n a thouſand 


Shew me a Right Honcurable to keeping of his word, 
Or a poor Poet patronized by a lord; 

An impudent Sharper, clothed all in rags, | 

Or modeſt Genius, counting o'er his muney bags: 


A Chuichwaiden, who ſcorn» to fealt upon the poor, 


An Aiderman, who cannot callipaſh endure ; 

A Groom, 100 honelt to rob hories of their corn, 
Wiſe Cuckold, who bluthes io wear a gilded horn; 
Steward, ſcrupling to cheat his maller it he can, 
Or a lad, like Nipperkin, prove an honeſt man, 
And that is a Man in a 1 houſand. 


(17) 


THE TREE OF LIBERTY, 


HE Goddeſs of Mountains, blythe, roſy, and free, 
As the airs that flew round her, had once a fair 
tree; 
"Twas Liberty call'd, and a fav'rite of Jove, 
And ſweet was the Gale to the bright queen of Love : 
In Albion 'twas planted, its branches ſpread wide, 
Of her ſons and her daughters the glory and — 
Tranquil pleaſures, | 
Softeſt meaſures, 
Led the dance, gave Britons to ſing, 
Loving, loyal, 
Good and royal, 
people happy, honour'd their King. 


Our fly Gallic neighbours peep'd into their ground, 
And fain would have ſclled the white wall that 
| ſurround : 
They long'd for our Tas, when its beanties were 
known, 
But miſhng We aim, would have one of their om n: 
For chis, in poor France! a vile bramble took . | 
Each loaf in a poniard, and bitter the Fruit. 
| Puy fleeping, | 
Angels weeping, 
Saw the ſavage triumph o'er men, 
Juſtice firing, 
All inſpiring, 
Drive the Ty ger into his ben. 


(10 } 
Senn; Mrs. BLAND. 
18 Love gets you falt in her clu. ches, 


And vou ſigh for your Sweet heart away, 


Old Time cannot move without crutches, 
A-iack ! how he hobbles Well-a-day ! 
Well-a-day! Well-a-day ! 


But when War Ter my trembling hand touches, 


Aud Love's colouring o'er my checks ſtray 
Old Time throws aſide both his crutches, | 
Alack ! how he gallops, Well-a-day! 
; Well-a-day! Well-a-day ! 
Sung by Miſs FARREN. 
OFT muſic ! let my humble lay 
Thy ſweeteſt accents prove, 
While in deluſive hope I ſtray 
To Julia and to love. 
That when to count the willing ſtraip, 
She tunes her, graceful art, 
Lach trembling note may breathe again, 
The ſigh that rends my heart. 


And ſhould thy plaintive murmurs ical © 


A {ymphatheic'tear, 
In fond emotion then reveal, 
Amn ſent thee here, 


(19) 
COTTAGE MAID. 


H where can fly my ſoul's true love 
Sad 1 wander this lone grove, 

Sighs and Tears for him 1 

Henry is from Laura fled: 

Thy love to me thou didſ impart, 


Thy love ſoon won my virgin heart, 
But deareſt Henry thou'ſt 


tray'd 
Thy love with thy poor Cottage Maid. 


Through the Vale my grief appears 


Sighing ſad, with pearly tears; 


Ott thy Image is my theme, 


As I wander on the 1 

See from my cheek * flies, 
And love's {weet hopes within me dies; 
For oh dear Henry thou H betray'd 


Thy love with thy poor Cottage Maid. p 


— — 


HN. 2 ſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling 


The darling of our Crew; 
No more he'll hear the t howling, 
For death has broach'd him too: 


be Mic ben ens af he ence bran, 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 


Faithful below he did his duty, TO 
And now he's gone aloft. | | 


Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo rare, 5 7 
1 = 
His Poll was kind and fair: | 
And then he'd ling ſo blithe and jolly, _ 
-e 
ot mirth is tura'd to melancholy 1 
For Tom is gone aloft. 


Vet ſhall Tom find pleaſant weather, 
R When he who all command, 
ve, to call life's crew together, | | 
Lam to pi > hands: | :- + 
Thus death, who and Tars _— 5 
In vain Tom's life doff'd, 
Ter, tho k his bady's ander hatches, | 
His fou is gone aloſt. . | - 


| — | 
THE GREENWICH PENSIONER. 


WAS in the ſhip Rover | 4 
I fail'd the world around, | 
And tor three years, and over, f 1 
18 tOouch'd Rritich .ground : | 


/ 


\ 


- 


(2 3 


At laſt in England landed, 
I left the roaring main; 
Found all relations flranded, 
And went to ſea again. | 
That time bound ſtrait to Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore ; 
But when we-made Cape Ortugal, 
A Gale blew off the ſhore; © 
She lay, ſb did it ſhock her, 


A upon the main, 
Till od, Com Davy's locker, 
We put to ſea again. 
Next in a £1 ſailing 
Upon a ſqually night; | 
Thunder al li — — hailing, 
— The horrors of che fizht N 
My precious limbs were lopp'd off, 
1, when they eas'd my pain, 
Thank'd (od I was not popp'd off, 
And went to ſea again. | 
Yet ſtill I am enabled 
av bring up in _ rear ; 
ugh I'm quite diſabled, 
— And in Greenwich tier: 
| ing God bleſs hus ! 
welt me from pf, noe = | 
3']l praiſe with love and loyalty, 
But ne'er to {ca again. 


— 


— — — — 2 — — 


(48981 
BRITONS STRUCK FIOME, 
LED THE WAY BY LORD HOWE, 
A Favorite Song, = 
Sung with Uniwerſal Applauſe, 
AT VAUXHALL GARDENS. 


Wer France grown rebellious gave death to 
her King, | 


And hurl'd at Britannia the threat of defiance, 


The Genius of Britain was thus heard to Sing, 

As the ſmi!'d on her Navy and each Art and Science. 
Ye Tars of old England, my Sons nuw advance, 
Proud C allia ſhall ſoon Britiſh valor allow; 


When Britons Krike home, led che = by Lord 


Howe, 


Arouz'd by the fam, hee Tar Sew to. Ame, 


| Your Stout Wooden Calles ſhall ſoon bumble France, | 


Each Sea God look'd up, on their Actions with 


wonder, 


. car che Foe ſoon Alarms, 


For what could avail — effects of their thunder; 


Ye Tars of Old England *twas Y ours to advance, 
And ſoon make "T Frenchman your Valor allow ; 


Your ſtout Wooden Caſtles have humbled proud 


F 


rance, inks 
For Britons ſlruck home led the way by Lord Have, 


— — 1 co 


— 


. 
gc” 


1 filently weep and flifle my pain. 


Ihe ſweet Voice of pity ne*cr ſoothes with its tone, 


Return then dear wand'rer O leave me no inore, 


. 28 ) 


From his Blood beſlain'd Billows Old r aroſe, 
And waving his Trident with joy o'er the Main; 
Britannia Triumphant aroſe o'er her Foe:, 


While the God of the Ocean took part in the firain, 


| Ye Tars of Old England twas vours to advance, 
Aud {ſoon make each Frenchman your Valor allow; 


Y our ſtout wooden caſlles have humbled proud France, 
For Britons firuck home led the way; by Lord Howe. 
ADIEU TO DELIGHT. 
\ DIEU to deligh: for my Charmer is gore, 
I'm leſt to regret and ſigh all alone, 
1 feel I am wretched but muſt not complain, 


How poignant the grief that we dare not reveal, 
How painful the Tear we're oblig'd to Uonceal, 
How heart felc the woe that * A my breaſt, 
A itgh might relieve but it muſt be ſuppreſt. 


My heart that is tortur'd, my mind that's undone, 
Reſtore their loſt 2 Ab! give me rcpoſe, 
Ia thy boſom ſo dear it can heal all thy woes. 


Lo lament the unkmdnehHs of tum I adore, 2 
Repeat the dear Joys we ſo often have ps l. 
Fes any can ge eb, 


lh.” —— 


1 
DOROTHY DUMP. 
Sung by Mr. Bannifter, Junior. 
TIERE was Dorothy Dump, would mutter aud 
mum 


P. 
And cry, „My dear Walter, heigh ho!” 
Bur no ſlep ſhe could iake, could my conllancy take, 


For ſhe a timber toe. 


There was Rebecca Roſe, with her acquiline noſe, 
Who cry'd, ** For you Waltcr, I die!“ 

But I laugh'd at each glance, {he threw at me aſkance, 
For ſhe had a gimblet eye. | et 


There was Tabitha Twiſt, had a mind to be kife'd | 
And made on my heart an attack : 


| But her love I derided, for ſhe was W e 


And curſedly warp'd in the back. 


There was Barbara Brian, who always was crying, | 
« Tear youth put an end to my woes ;“ 


Hawes] in her head all the tears that ſhe ſhed, 
Nature = ber a botile- noſe. 


1 
YARICO TO INCLE. 

EN. night ſp her ſhadows around, 

I will watch, with — on thy reſt; 


1 will ſoften thy bed on the A. 
ade Camara gd on my brealt, 


O tell me, what tears thee awa 


(S ) 


On me let its fury deſcend ; 
This boſom ſhall never complain, 
While it ſhelters the life of a friend. 


To a fair one! ah! — 


Alas! to thy Yarico ſay, 


What maiden will love like this heart. 


Tho? reſolved, not my ſorrows to hear, 
Tho! reſolved, from a mourner to fly ; 
The ocean ſhall bear thee atear, 
And the winds ſhall convey thee a gh. 


THE WAY-WORN TRAVELLER. 


JPAINT and wearily, the Way-worn Travelter 


Plods uncheerily afraid to flop ; 


| Wand'ring dreetily, a ſad unraveller. 


Of the mazes toward the mountain top! 
Doubting, fearing, 
While his courſe he's ieering, 


O! how briſkly then the ;* - 22M 8 
Treads the mazes tow'rd the mountain top. 


C4 


| Mctanchol ; tho" the day ha 


Blithe and j 
As he's 


My Father be came 


(%) 


d E444 
ie fo Ne 


' , 
Fr: is 


at the Gout-herd's door, 


'TWAS ON: CHRISTMAS DAY. 


My Mater wa brought 16 Bed. 


His head with liquor fior'd, - 


And found in Mothers room, 


A ſilver hiked Sword. 
. an 


How came this Sword here ? 
„ Mother fays, fays She, 


_ ©Lovee tis a Poker,” 


 Auytee ſent tome, 


— — 


(T7) 


Father he flamp'd and ſtar e. 

1 e 

Silver hilted Poker, 
He hed ever Cen. 


Trude 4. 
Father grumbled on, 
But gettin into Bed, 
. l een 
ky" 
Thar's my —_ al 
Says dad 1 — 


In all my Travels yct, 9 
A milk maid with a beard. 


— &c. 


dum, &c. 


My Father found a 
And very glad was he, 


And how came this whip here? = 
Without the leave of me? es 


( 2) | 9 


. Sung at the Concerts at Bath. - 80 
* HY my Julia this Care 7 
Fancy not my Lovr can ceaſe, 
Wintry hours too f | 
Too few the ſunny . of Peace. 


| When the ſlars reſplendent ſhine, 

| Mult my eyes their luſtre ſcorn | 1 8 

| Becauſe they want the Charms divine, N 

Iuhat grace the radiant Brow of Morn. 
So when Lydia's glowing Cheek 

Her eyes and lips of roſy hue 

| I praiſe unpartial, do I break 

8 For this my conſlant love to you. 

O dry theſe captious tears 

Nl 


| tw $a The hee 25 
| Since each charm a rival wears 


| Recalls ſuperior charms in thee. 
THE SEAMAN's HOME. 
SUNG BY MR. INCLEDON. © | 
YOU whoſe lives on land are paſs'd, | 
And keep from dangerous ſeas aloof, 3 
Who fearlefs liſten to the blaſt, 5 
Or, W rains upon the roof. 
You little heed how ſeamen fare, 
Condemn d the angry florms to bear. 


| 
| 


its tit Pee a ES On — 


- p 
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Sometimes, while breakers vex the tide, 
He takes his Ration on the deck; 
And now, laſh'd o'er the veſſel's fide, 
He clears away the cumb'ring wreck. 
Lei while the billows o'er him foam, 
The ocean only is his home, | 


Still freſher blows the midnight gale, 

„All hands, reef top-ſails, are the cries; 
And while clouds the heav'ns do vail, 

Aloft to reef the ſail he flics. | 

In ſtorms ſo rending, doom'd to roam. 

The ocean is the Scaman's Home. 


'TIS NOT LOVE. 
SUNG BY MRS. ESTON. 


RLUTTRING in my breaſt I feel 

Something wake a troubled glow.; 

Which I would, but can't conceal, 
Yet 'tis not Love Ah, no! no, no, 


O'er my cheek, when he is near, 
True, the roſes come and go; 
Trembling, as with hope and fear, 


Yet tis not Love= Ab, no ! no, no. 


If ever yet a Heart did break, 


(30) 
THE LAMP OF HOPE. 


1 lamp of Hope by rays of light, 


From thy dear Eyes was ſed, Mary, 
Sad hours are come, and ſhades of night, 
And even hope is fled Mary. | 


The Sun to all the world but me, 


Will give another dawn Mary, 
fy only light, kind looks from thee, 
or ever they're with drawn Mary. 


J lov'd thee much, and for thy ſake, 


Ine er will love again, Mary; 


Thou'ft rent this Heart in twain, Mary. 


| In wild deſpair 1'll fly to Fame, 


And death for thee defy, Mary; 
When I'm no more, thy true love's Name, 


85 May win from thee, a Sigh, Mary. 


— 


SWEET MARY. 
SUNG BY MR. INCLEDON. 
THEN ai 


branches pecp, 


- * 
— 4 — CE CO — _— — 


5 


night, and left upon my guard, 
| Nor whiſp'rin . A nor leaf is heard 
And ſtars between cloſe | 

And birds are haſh d in downy lleep, 


9 


r 1 


That done — beneath a willow's ſhade, - = 2 
7 99. X 


'L 


(8) 


| My ſoul to ſofteſt thoughts reſign'd, 4 
| 4 mird: 


And lovely Mary fills my 
At every noiſe for bluff—*< who's there,” 


1 breathe ; ** 15s*t thou my fair, 


y dying ſoldier, halle and fee, 


O come! ſweet Mary, come to me. 
As on my poſt, thro' blaze of day, 


The wretched, happy, fad and gay; 


In quick ſucceſhon move along, 


I ſce, nor hear, the paſſing throng ; 


My ſoul fo wrap'd in Mary's charms, 


1 hug my muſket in my a me; 


So all of paſhon, joy, and grief, 

W hen comrades bring the glad relief, 
I cry, thy ſoldier, haſle and ſee, 
O come! ſweet Mary, come to me. 


THE WAVING WILLOW, 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


When to the neighb'ring hills 
drooping vine, 


To tie up many a 
1 clullers bent 


By weight of purple 


Which o'er Beovia's river play'd, 38 10 


52 1, ' „ 


9 AS at the hour of day's decline. = | 
Ru. 


5 * 


2 


— 


_ —— — — 
—————— —Uä Eäͤ—ñ! 


— Ny 
I fat aud ſung to ch' waving Willow! 


While there I mus d, and watch'd the fiream, 


A boat approach'd with lazy oar : 


Of Love—ah! little did I dream 


Till roguiſh Caſper ſprung on ſhore ; 
4311128 
And I believed them all ſincere, 


While reſting under the waving Willow. 


From that time, *till I gave my hand, 
He ne'er would let me be at reſt; 


At maſs, he acer as ard te Band 3— 


Wich me to dance, he always prefs'd ; 

And let me hope he'll mend at laſt, 

Nor force me to regret what paſt 
6 


3 1 
Ar. Incledon and Mrs. Clendinning. 
MS. CIZNDIN NIN. 
D* keep this for Mary 's fake. 


Mx. IncLEDON. 


| Sweet maid, this poor remembrance take : 


When rivals tender things would f: 
Oh! look n | 


* 


„ Nn 


2" 


Then bring my gay fem in deny home. 
WIV aſk, when o'er the roaring Sea, 


Why aſk, when high che Viktor flood, 
Who labour'd for his 


Who, when acroſs the billowy Main, 


TE 2 


Mans, CitexnDinNtNC. 
Should rivals gain thy *witching ſmile, 
Think what thy Mary feels the uhh. 
Ma. Ixcrercx. 
When bullets whiftle in the wind, 
My only fear, 
My only dear, 
Is "I my treaſure lefi behind. 
Mas. CIEND INI q. 


Midſt warring fields ma come 
And o o'er thy ZN £ 


—— 


TELL YOU HOWE. 


Who ſought our vaunting Foes to bow, 
Who led our Tan to Victory, 
All Hearts exulting, tell you HowE. 


Upon the Sulphur circled . 


All Hearts exulting, ll you 1 ow. 


Proclaim'd a Solema Sacred Vow, | 1 | 


_ His Nation's Glory to Maintain, - 


All Hearts exu! W you * 4 


W 


But Nancy with 


| THE FRIEND OF MY HEART. 


ITH Thee all hardſhi 
And brave each of Misfortune and care, 
For Care and Misfortune my mind could ſubdue, 
ae e e beg, cada 
Had fate from its lent, 
for to furniſh t Co of Comme: | 
The DiRates of love in that Cot I'd 
Wou'l the Friend of my Heart but partake of it too. 


but her truth to endear, 
And nothing to lend in diſtreſi but à Tear: 


of life I cou d bear, 


Ma ve er think of comfort with Ruin in view, 


And the Friend of her Heart to partake of it tos. | 
But of Fortune if e er a reverſe ſhould appear, 


And the Sunſhine of Plenty illumine each Year; 
With joy {he'd i ev*ry bliſs that ſhe knew, 
Aud the Friend of k Hear bond partake of it tos. 


Com 


1 
UD THINK ON THEE MY LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. Iucledon. 


N florms, when clouds obſcure the ſky, 
And thanders roll, and lightuings iy, 
In midit of all theſe dire alarnis | 
1'd think my Sally, on thy charms« : 
Ihe troubled main, | 
The wind and rain, | 
My ardent paſlion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
 Shou'd ſcas o'erwheim 
I'd think on thee my love! 


When rocks appeir on cv'ry {ide, 4 
And art is vain the ſhip to guide; SD 
In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
The thoughts of thee my boſom cheers; 
| The troubled main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſhon prove ; 
Laſh'd to the heim, 
Shou'd Teas v'erwhelm, 
I'd think on thee my love. 
But ſhou'd the gracious Pow'rs be (ing, 
Diſpel the gloom and ftill the wind, | E 
hes waft nie to thy arms once more, 8 
Safe to my long lot vative here: 
| IV 


- 
— — — 

- 
= — << 


— — 
— — 


* more the main 

d tem again, 8 

But wake jos s improve; 
I then wa thee, | 
Should happier be, 

And think on — but love. 


A SAILOR's LIFE AT SEA, 
h © - _ By Nv. Dibin. 
nix: the anchor's weigh'd and the ſhip's un- 


moor'd, 
And landſmen lag behind, Sir, 
The ſailor joyful ſkips on board, 
And as prays for a em Sir, 
Towing re, 8 g there, 
Steadily, readi! 7 — merrily, 
Still ag care an thinkang free, 
Is a failor's life at fea. 


When we ſail with a freſh ning breeze, 
And landſmen all grow fick, Sir, 

The failor lolls with Er mind 2: eaſe, | 
And the ſong w_ cann go 2 Sir. 
Langhing qualkng there, 

Steady, c. 


(9 ) 
1 


When the wind at 

And ſeems to land dreary, 

The ſailor fearleſs goes to ſleep, 
Or takes his wa moſt cheary, 


"— here, ſnoozing there, 


When the ſky grows black and the wind blow hard, 
And landſmen ſkulk belew, = 


ack mounts up to the to NN 3 
a quid 25 4 Sir. 
Hawling bere bowling there, 
Steadil Ys &c C. 


When the foaming vaves run mountains high, 
And landſmen cry, all's gone, Sir 
The ſailor hangs twixt ſea and ſky, 
And he jokes with Davy Jones, Sir. 


Daſhing here, ſplaſhing there, 
Steadily, &c. 


When the ſhip, d'ye ſee, becomes a wreck, 
And landſmen h6iſt the boat, Sir, 

The ſailor ſcorn to hr the deck, | 
While a ſingle 2 afloat, Sir, 


Swearing here tearing theres 
* &c. 


D 2 
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BARBADOES BELLS. 
6 let us dance and fing, | 
| While all Barbadoes bells ſhall ring, 

Love ſcrapes the fiddle firing, | 
And Venus plays the lute; 

Hymen gay, ; 

Happy at our weddi y ; 
_ oy gy 

| igures in, 
To tabor, fife and lute. 


Since then each anxious care, 
Is baniſh'd into empty air, 
Ah! how can I forbear 

To join the jocund dance ? 
IT To and fro, 
Cou 
On the li Te toe, 
Whilſt with glee, 
Merrily, 
The roſy hours advancc. 


When firſt the ſwelling ſea 
Huther bore my love and me, 
What then my fate would be, 
Little did I think: 


| Come, let us, Ae. 


Come, let us, &c. 


4 
F 
; 


i 
F 
; 


S'bobs now I'm fix'd for life, 
Mu fortune's fair, tho' black's my wWile; 
M ho fears domellic flrife ? 


4 About the houſe with Wous. 


A chamber-maid may ſure be heard 
Sure men ar groun abſurd. 


(89) 
Doom'd to know 
Care and woe, 
Happy ſtill is Yarico, 
N Since her love 
Will conſtant prove, 
Ard nobly ſcorn to ſhrink. 


Come. ie: wi, & d. 


Who cares now a ſouſe ? 
Merry cheer, 
My dingy dear, | 
Shall find with her factotum here, 
N ight and day | 
I'll friſk and play 


Come, let ur, N 
Let Patty ſay a word | 


bus taking black for white; 
10 hug and Liſs | 
A dingy Miſs, 

WW M Hardly ſuit an age like this; 
Unleſs hore, 1 5 

Some eme appoar, N 9 
Mb 1; oY tis wedding 7 night, Come, let us, Kc. 
D383 | 


(©) 


OLD TOWLER, 
A VAVORITE HUNTING sonc. 


RIGHT r gangiens the dawn, 
| And ſpangles deck the thorn ; | 
119 by =» now quit the lawn 
I The lark rings from the corn 
1 b 
IB . 
1 Ariſe the burden of the ſong. 
| | die! 
vi 


| Ace the beoken of ha Tong, 

e SI i: 
ial _ 

I The laugh and joke prevail 

1's The huntſman blows a jovial found, 

be dogs ſnuff up the gale. 

The upland winds ſweep along, 

l O'er fields thro' brakes they fly, 

The game is rouz'd, too true the ſong, 

. — EO 

. With a hey ho, &c. 
Poor the dog th haunches gore, 

Wil! * gages r 998 


® The hyntſman's balloo is introduced here. 


, 
* 


Fs © 
— 


The huntiman's pleaſure is no more, 
His joys were in the chace. 
Alike tho ſportſman of the town, 
The virgin game in vicw 
Are full content to run them down 
Then they in turn purſue. 


Wich their hey bo, chivy, &c. 
IN THE DEAD OF THE NIGHT, 
N the dead of the night, when, with labour oppreſt, 
All mortal: enjoy the ſweet bleſling of cell, 
A boy knock'd at my door, I awoke with the noiſe, 
Who is it, ſaid I, that my reſt thus deſtroys. 
He anſwer'd ſo ſofily, fo gently, ſo mild, 
I am a poor little unfortunate child, 
It's a cold rainy night, I am wet to the ſkin, 
And 1 have lolt my way, ſo pray let me in. 
In compaſſion I roſe, and ſtriking a light, 
I open'd the door when a boy met my light, 
He had wings at his ſhoulders, the rain from them 
dripp'd, 6 8 Se 
And with bow and arrow the boy was equipp'd. 
1 flirt'd up my fire, ſer him down by my ide, 


— 


And with a warm napkin the wet from him dry* £0 


D 
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: cnaff*d4 him all o'er to keep out the cold air, 
And the wet I wrang out with my hand from his harr. 


o ſoorer from wet and from cold he found eaſe, 


When, ing ſup his bow, ſa'd, Madam, if you pleaſe, 


If you: , leaſe 1 would fain. by cxperim:nt know, 


If the in has not dama 7'd the {lring of my bow. 


Then traigh: from his quis er an arrow he drew, 
Vich aiming at my heart. twng went the yew 3 


My beweis wt damag'd nur yet is my dart, 


But you'il find ſome trouble in bearing the ſmart, 
THE JEW BROKER. 
N E jobbers, underwriters, ye tribe of pen and ink, 
Who on the ally's gay parterre your tea and 


coſtee drink, 


Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 


Rattling up your yellow boys, come hither at my call, 


I'm buyer and I'm ſeller, and I can ſarve you all. 


Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 


Ve bulls, ye bears, ye lame ducks, and all the wadling 


A 85 | | 
If iwas not for us ſmouchers, I don't know what 
you'd do; 


If e er you want ſhecurities, 'tis we dat find good pail, 


( 43 ) 


Our tricnds have got de tarniſh, — but den they ſhome- 
times fail. | | 
W 1d my tal, &c. 


If noblemen have loft race-horſe, and all their money 

ſpent | N 

My heart it melts, I draw de pond, I lend for cent per 

GEMS SSL 

But if a life you would inſure dats old and crazy grown, 

De wavs and means I'll let you know, to get de bul- 
nels done. | | 


Wid my fol, &c. 


Ve capfains and ye colonels, ye jointer'd widows all, 
To inte Iſaac come when your ſtocks begin to fall; 
1 put ye in a method once more to raiſe de caſh, 

I'll buy into your finking-funds=dat you may cut a 


* 


ſlaſh. 
Wid my fal, &c. 


Ye parſons wid good livings, ye courticrs wid good 
i place, | . 
Advice I'll give you cratis, and tink upon your caſe; 
If dare ih p-oſhibility, for you l' raiſe the dull, — 
But den you muſt excvſe me if I farve my {eli de firſt. 


Wid my fal, &c. | 
I give advice to ev*ry tribe, but phyſic and de law, 
But they out-wit the Jews themlelves, for bills at light 
they draw: e | 


(4) 


We, * we lend our montſh; run ſome riſk, tho* tis 1 
| but mall. | | 
But they take all de moniſh, and no riſk at all. . 
Wid my fal, Kc. * 1 
— — | 
Sung in the Highland Reel, 


THEN I've money I am 

When I've none I'm very lad, 

When I'm ſober I am civil, e / 

When l'm drunk I'm roaring mad; | 
With my ritol teedle tum, 
Likewiſe foll loll feedle fum, 
Not forgetting didderum hi, 1 
And alſo — > tweedle . 5 


When diſputing with a puppy 
3 e * with a rap, : 


| When I'm romping with a girl, 


By accident I tear her cap. A, 
Gadzook's I'll never marry, Fatt 
I'm a Lad that's bold and free, 1 

Yet I love a ty girl, 
A pretty Ms fond of me. 


Wich ritol teedle dum, &c. 


There's a maiden in a corner, : 
: Round and found and plump and fat, | 
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She and I drink Tes together, 
| But no matter Sir for that; 
If this Maiden be wi' bairn, 
As I do ſuppoſe ſhe'll be, 
Like good PAPPY I muſt learn 
To dandle Jacky on my knee. 
With ritol teedle dum, &c. 
SUNG BY MR. JOHNSTON. 

AI fixteen years old you could get little of me ; 
5 Dr way anhunes nar aan | 

1 was in love—but myſelf, for the blood of me! 

1 Could not tell what I did ail. 

Tus, dear, dear! what can the matter be? 

Och blood and ouns! what can the matter be! 
Och, Grammachee! what can the matter bc? 

Bother'd from head to the tail! 
I went to confeſs me to O' Flannagan; : 
Teld him my caſe—made an end then began again: 
| Father, oy I, make me ſoon my own man again, 

f you find out what 1 ail. | 
Dear, dear! ſays he, what can the matter be? | 

Och, blood and ouns! can you tell what the 

matter be ? 0 
Both cried, what can the matter be ? 
Bother'd from head to the tail! 


(45 } 
God I fell {it k—1 did bellow and cut ſe again; 
Norah took pity to ſee me at nurfe again: 
| Gave me a kiſs; och, zounds! that threw me worſe 
again! 
Well ſhe knew what I did ail. 
But, dear, dear! ſavsſhe, what can the matter be ? 
Och. blood and ouns! . laſs, what can the 
matter he? 
Both cried, what can the matter be ? 
Bother'd from hcad to the tail. 


| "Ts long ago now ſince I left Tipperaty— 

How ſtrange, growing older our nature ſhould vary! 

All ſy b pon are gone of my ancicnt quandary, 
cannot teil what I ail 


Dear, dear! &c. 
| SATURDAY NIGHT AT SEA. 
T* AS Saturday Night the exiakling ſtars 


Shone on the ripling ſca; 
No duty call'd the 3j jor al tars, 
The helm was zaſh'd a lee: 
The an: pie cavn adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to ſee ut out, 
Each no the Vafs that he ador'd, 
And puſh'd che grog about, 


— 


or le 


be ? 
the 


ö 
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Cried honeſt Tom, my Pegg I'll toaſt, 


A frigate neat and trim, 


All jolly Portſmouth's fav'rite boaſt, 


I'd venture life and limb, 
Sail ſeven long years and ne'er ſee land. 
Wich dauntleſs heart and tout, 
So tight a vellel to command— 


Then puſh the grog about ! | 


I'n give cry'd little Jack my Poll, | 


Sailing in comely ſtate! 
Top-ga'ant fails ſhe is ſo tall, 
She looks like a arſt rate: 
Ah, would ſhe take her Jack in tow, 
A voyage for life through, | 


No better birth I'd wiſh to know, 


Then puſh the grog about! 
I'll give, cry'd I, my charming Nan, 


Trim' handſome, neat and tight; 


What joy ſo fine a ſhip to man, 


She is my heart's delight! 


So well ſhe bears the Rorms of life, 


I'd ſail the world throughout, 


Brave ev'ry toil for ſuch a Wife, 


Then puſh the grog about ! 


Thus to deſcribe, Poll, Peg, or Nan, 
Each his beſt manner try d; 


(4 } 


Till ſummoned by the empty cann, 
They to their 222 hy ' d; 
Yet ſtill did they their vigils keep, 

Tho? the huge cann was 4 
For in ſoſi viſions, gentle ſlee Ps 


Still puſni'd the gr0g about ! 
TIE NEW MARI N ERS. 4 N 
ou Gentlemen of England who live at home 2 ? 
1 caſe, 
Ah! little do you think upon the of the ſeas, o 
Give ear unto the Marmers, 3 
All che cares, | | I 
| And the fears, 
| When the ſtuvay + 5: ts &s how, | ( 
If enemies ſe us when- England is at wars, 5 | 
With any foes nations, we fear no wounds nor cars : . 
Ourroaring Guns ſhall teach them ourvalourforto know, ' 
ru they reel, ! 
On the keel, | 7 , 
' When the Sormy winds do blow, © | yp 5 
Then courage all have Mariners, nd never be afraid, 2 


m_ have bold adventures we ne'er ſhall want 2 
ir 
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Our Merchants will cinploy us to bring them wealth 
I know, | | 
Then be bold, 
Work for gold, 3 
When the flormy winds do blow. 


— 
SUNG IN THE MAID OF THE ROCK, 


SAT out one eve with intention to roam 
1 To the rock where the ſurges wantonly play, 
When the owl haf ſtole out from her rages 49.4 

And bright veſted heſperus clos'd in the day: 
The moon was at full and with dignity roſe, 

And tiflu*d with ſilver the green mantled ſeas 3 

The god of the ocean was gone to repoſe, 5 

And Eolus fann'd with a whiſpering breeze. 


On reaching the cave where old legends report, 
And many a horrible tale has been ſung; 
Where blood-hunting robbers had oft” held their court, 
On each fide was ſome vellige of chivalry hung: 
Mv eyes were alarm'd at the ſight of a ders | 
Who near to the cavern ſat ſilent in grief; 
Her head on her hand all in ſorrow was laid, 
A hard rocky pillow was all her relief. 


| She ſtarted with fear, and ſhe fain would have fled, . 
1 begg'd her to ſtay, and her ſorrows relate; 
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Then told her from me ſhe had nothing to dread, 
That I was brought there by the order of fate. 
You came by the order of one, ſhe reply'd, | 
Who has done all ſhe can to diſtratt my poor mind; 
O'erwhelm'd in the derp my William, my pride 
Then ſunk, and ſhe gave her lalt breath to the wind, 


WHEN IN WAR ON THE OCEAN. | 
SUNG BY MR. BANNISTER. 
I | 2 in war on the ocean * meet the proud / 


Tho? with ardor for conqueſt our boſoms may glow ; 
Let us ſce on their veſſels Old England's {lag wave, 


They ſhall find Britſh ſailors but conquer 10 ſave. 
And now their pale enfhigns we view from afar, 3 
Wich three cheers they are welcom'd by cach Britim 

tar; | „„ on ® | 
Whilſt the genius of Britain fill bids us advance, | T 
And our guns hurl in thunder, defiance to France. | y 
. 


But mark our laſt broadſide! ſhe ſinks! down ſhe goes ? 
uickly man all your boats—they no longer are fore T] 
To ſnatch a brave fellow from a watery grave, | | 
Is worthy a Britain who conquers io fav”. 7 
| 


ic 


1 
IN YONDER MILOS. 


2 I: vonder wilds ah let me ſtray, 


To ſeck ſome lonely vale ; 
There paſs my nights and days away, 
And tell my hapleſs tale: 


For Emma's gone, her ſoul's on * 


And I'm bereft of reſt: | 
Left here to mourn and ſadly figh, 
Yer — in heav'n ſhe's bleſt. 


A LINNET JUST FLEDG'D. 


Sung by Miſs Dall. 


| LINNET juli fledg'd, from its leaf-ſhady bow . 
Iis flight had too daringly took; | 


| Unable the wide ambient ether to tow'r, 


It flutter'd and fell in a brook. 


To ſave the ſweet youngling fair Laura was nigh, 
She cheriſh'd and ſooth'd it to reſt ; 


| Yet, ſhe wet it as fal, from pity”s ſoft eye, 


A ſhe dry'd 1 its ſoft plumes on her breaſt. 
Thus vanity 's pinions too oft* we extend, 
And the dittates of reaſon foregr ; 
Then fall, like the linnet, nor meet with 3 Friend, 
Like Lanes to weep o'er our wor, 


by 


DUEITIT.- Manz rox and La Gionnt, 


MaDELON. 


e 


And leave me here complaining, 


I'm ſure twou'd break my heart to ſtay 


Wben you were gone campaining. 
Ah non So non Pauvre — » 
Wou'd never quit her Rover, 


Ah non non non Pauvre Madelon 


Wou'd go with you all the world over. 
La Gronix. 


Cheer cheer my Love you ſhall not ere 
- A Seifice te you'll Gal me. ty 


I cou'd not have the heart to leave 


go wich me all the world over; 
And cap you to the Battle go, 
To Woman's fears a flranger; 


Mans Lon. 


ll Ions, 
But when my love's in 


Ah non nom non Pauvre 


Will never quis her Rover, 
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Ah non non non Pauvre Madelon 
Will go wich you all the world ovet, 
| | | Born. 
Then let the world jog as it will, 

Let hollow friends forſake us, 
We both ſhall be as happy ſlill, 

As love and war can make us. 

Ah non non non Pauvre Madelon 
| Shall never quit her Rover, 

Ah non non non Pauvre Madelon, 
Shall go with you all the world over. 


| | _ AIR,—Mapziox. 

I TREMBLE to think that my ſoldier ſo bold, 
1 To fee with what danger he gets all his gold, 
Vet danger all over twill keep out che cold, 
And we ſhall be warm when we're married. 
For Riches tis true that I covet them not, 
Unleſs tis to better my dear ſoldier's lot, 
And he ſhall be maſter of all I have | 
The very firſt moment we're marri 3 
My heart how it beats, but to look to the day, 

In Church when my father will give me away, * 
But that I ſhall laugh at I've heard many ſay 


A Day or two after we're married, ,- iv 
| | 22 TR ann 
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AIR.—Mave LON- 
T 1ITTLE think the Townſman's wife, 


While at home the tarcies, 
What muſt be the Laſſes life, 
| OS eee, | 
Now with weary marching {1 | 
Dancing now before the - "hp | 
Lira, Lira, la, Lara, Lira, la, 


In the Camp at night the lies, 

Wind . {corning, 

Only griev'd her love mult riſe. 
A 

But 


it her in the morning; 
Blithe ſhe fings at ſet of ſun, 
Lira, Lisa, la, Lira, Lira, la, 
Wich her jolly Soldier. 
Should the 


Whit vain endeavour, b 

iſp'ring nonſenſe in her ear 
Tub fond hearts to ſever; : 
At — 2 ſhe will ſcoff, | 
Laughing ſhe'll put him off, 
Lira, Lira, la, Lira, Lira, la, 

For her jolly Soldier 5 


." y 
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POLL AND MY PARTNER JOE, 
| By Mr. Dibdin. 


Was, d'ye {et a Waterman, 
As ught and ſpruce as avy, 
Twixt Richmond Town and Horlley Down. 

I turn'd an honeſt penny: 

None cou'd of Fort une's favours brag 
More than cou'd lucky I, | 
My cot was ſnug, well fill'd mv 2g. 
And a grunter in my ftyo; 
Wu wheery tight and bolus Jg“, 
1 ctircrtully did row, | 
And te compleat this princely lite, 
Sute wever man had Friend and Waite 
| L::ke my Poll and my Partner Joe. 
I re. 1l'd in joys like theſe awhile, 
For-s far and near carell me, 
Till woe is me, fo lubberly, 

The Preſs-gang came and preſt me : 
How cou'd 1 all theſe pleaſures leave, 
How with my whecry pant ? 

I never ſo took on to grieve, 
It wrung my very heart; 
But when on board, they gave the word, 

To foreign parts to go, 

I ru'd the moment 1 "= * 
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That ever I ſhou'd thus be torn 


From my Poll and my Partner Joe. 


I did my duty manfully, 
While ce the billows rolling, 
And night or day, cou'd find the way, 
Blindfold, to the main-top bowling : 
Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quickſands, and gales of wind, 
I brav'd—in hopes to meet again 
The joys 1 left behind: 


In climes afar, the hotteſt war, 


Pour'd broadſides on the Foe, 
In hopes theſe perils to relate 
As by my {ide attentive fat, 
Both my Poll and my Partner Joe. 
At laſll it pleas'd his Majeſty | 

To give Peace to the nation 
And honeſt hearts from foreign parts 


Came home for conſolation : 


Like lightning (tor 1 felt new life, 


Now ſafe from war's alarms) 


Return'd and found my Friend and Wife 


Lock'd in each other's arms ; 


But fancy not, I bore my lot, 


Tame, like a Lubber No! 
For ſeeing I was finely trick'd, | 
Plump to Old Nick I boidly kick'd 
Ry Poll and my Partner Joe. 


2-3 


OLD ENGLAND FOR Tir. 


= checr up my lads, merry Chriſtma: it near, 
AL And, I hope we ſhall all have 2 happy new vear; 
Prepare your plumb-puddings, wince-pies and out 
alc, | | : 
And may plenty and peace in old England neter i« +, 
O til] may our flag be with !nfice unfut! d, 
Let's ever be ready; 
Steady boys, ſteady, 

And true to ourſclves, we defy all the word. 
The king, and the late, and the laws of the land, 
The good conſtuution out forefathers plann'd ; 

To maintain them we all with one heart ſhou'd agree, 
For while they protett us, old England is free. 
O fill may our flag, &c. 


No hand of oppre ſſion we ever can fear, 
Our laws are the ſame for the peaſant and peer; 
Our bouſe is our caſtle, our fire-hde dur throne, 
And each man in England is ſure of his own, 


O fiill may our flag, & c. 


Some men muſt be ſtronger, ſome wiſer than other. 
But good laws can unite them to live like good brothers. 
For while the Rrong labour, the wiſe ones will think, 
Ard iu old England we ne'er ſhall want chink. 
e O till may our ſlag, &c, 
E 4 = 
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} ov1 drin io the Aung, and the Nate and the laws; 


With one voice, with one heart, we'll ſupport the 


good cauſc, 
To mme te trade, to the piough and the ſail, 
And may plenty and peace in old England ne'cr Fail. 


O fill may out flag, i, 
— 


<OT.DIER'. GRAVE. 


O all benietees pity bringe, 
| To proudly {weil the ample heart, 
From which the willing ſorrow ſprings, 


In others grief that bear a part, 


Of al: fad fy mparhy” s delnghis. 


The manly lienity of grief 


A joy in mwurning that excites, 


And gwes the anxious mind e: 
Of ithefe would you the fecling know, 
Moſt gen'rous, noble, oreatl\ brave, 


Thr ever m ught a heart to glow. 


Ts the rear that bedews a ſoldier's grave, 


For hail and painful is his lot, 


Let dangers come he braves them all; 
Valiant perhaps to be forgot, 

Or undiftingu; ſu'd doom'd to fall; 
Yet wrapt in conſcious worth ſecure. 
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Iuc world, that now forgets his toil, 
He views from a retreat obſcure, 
And quits it with a willing ſmile. - 
Then trav'ler one kind drop beſtow, 
*Twere graceful pity, noble brave; 
N%ought ever taught the heart to glow 
Like the tear that bedews a ſoldier's grave. 


BACCHANALIAN SONG, 
Sung by Mr. Mat lews. 


Ts Wine alone can baniſh care, 
And luſh the buſy mind to reſt, 
Diſpel the Phantom of deſpair, _ 
And ſooth the Lover's Cine breait, 
The balmy dew of Laura's Lip, | 
A cordial ſweet is to my ſoul, 

But ſweeter is the dew I fip, 

From this ambroſial ſparkling bowl. 


| When quaſiing deep the gen'rous Tide, 
| In vain my friend ſays “ Let's away,“ 
When thro? the brain ſoft viſions glide, 

* Tis roſy Bacchus bids me ſlay; 
| Then crown the goblet to the brink, 
Invoke the ever tuneful Nine, 
Like Sons of Bacchus let us drink, 

And mingle friendſhip with the W ine, 


Fes 
THE DISCONSOLATE FAIR. 


$rNC BY MADAM MARA. 


He. whiſper'd a flattering talc, 


That joy to my heart would return. 
That my pray'r wand be heard, and prevail 
But love is flill dellin'd to mourn. | 
y, where is the flatterer gone 
er voice, ah, no longer I hear, 


| Now her ſmile from Mandane is flown. 


May all is the figh and the tear. 


Ah! then to ev'ry bliſs adieu! 


The dream of happy love is © 'er! 


That form, when I no longer view, 


on frowns, and life can charm no more. 


rut CELEBRATED | 
DEATH SONG, 
07 the CHEROK EE INDIANS. D 


HE ſun ſets in night, and the ftars ſhun the dax. 


But glory 1emains when their lights fade away; 
Begin, ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 


For che ſon of Alknomook hall never complain. 


A SP 
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Remember the arrows he ſhot from his bow, 
Remember your chiefs by his hatchet laid low: 
Why flow do you wait, till I ſhrink from my pain? 
But the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complam. 
| Remember the wood where in ambuſh we lay, 
And the ſcalps which we bore from your nation away; 
Now the flame riſes fall, ye exult in my pain, 
But the ſon of Alknomook ſhall never complain, 
I go to the land where my father is gone, 

His ghoſt ſhall rejoice in the fame of his ſon : 
Death comes, as a friend, to relieve me from pain 


And thy ſon, O Alknomook, has ſcorn'd to complain. 


— 
| THE COACHMAN. 
M a boy full of ſpunk, and my name's little Joe, 
It's I that can tip the long trot : | 
From Whitechapel-mount up to fam'd Rotten row, 
With the ladies ſometimes is my lot. 

Four in hand I can ſquare, from the mail never flinch, 
| And a waggon broad wheel'd overthrow ; 

I can tip 'em the gu-by, and drive to an inch, 
To the tune of cup, gee-up, gee-ho ! 


Why you ſee as how this, only give me the reins, 
And, then, like the coachmen of ſtate, 
With a little flack chatter l'd count o'er n 


And in politicks vie with the great, * 
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Joey's up to their goſſip=Coach, coach, did ye call, 


May we ſoon have a glorious peace! 
Four Qui-tams I ſpank up to Weſt-mifter-hall, 
Which you know's only thrup-pence a - piece. 


Lawd bleſs ye, my maſters, tis I that's the ſort, 


For driving ye thro” thick and thin; 


By the Newmarket Gel' men thoſe quirks I was taught, 


For 1 learn'd 'em, and thought it no lin. 


On the high road of life, thro' the world's ups and 


downs, 
For twenty long year's ſnow and rain, 
Ie drove and have arnt me ſome hundreds of crowns, 
Come, my maſters, who'll ride once again. 
DEAR IS MY NATIVE VALE, 
Sung by Miſs Milac, at Vauxhall. 
TNEAR is mu littie native vale, 
| The ring-dove builds and warbles there; 
Cloſe by my t ſhe teils her tale 
To ev'ry paſhng villager. 
The ſquirrel leaps from iree to tree, 
And ſnells his nuts at liber. v. 


In orange groves and mvrilc bw re, 
That breathe a ga + of fr., nnd, 
I berm the fairy -tvvted hours 

Wiih ay lov'd lute's romantic 10 
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Or crowns of living laveel weave 
For thoſe that win the race at eve. 


The ſhe pherd's horn, at break of day, 
The ballet danc'd in twilight glade ; - 
The canzonet and roundelay, 
Sung in the ſilent greenwood ſhade. 
| Theſe ſimple joys that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native vale. 


2 FE 
SUNG in THE POOR SOLDIER. 
QINCE love is the Plan, 


I'll love if I can; 


But firli let me tell you what fort of a man: : 


In addreſs how compleat, 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat; 
No matter how tall, ſo he's over five fect; 


Not dull, nor too witty, 
His eyes I'll think preuy, 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we moet, 


Tho? gentle he be, 
His man he ſhall ſee, 
Yet never be conquer d by any but me: 
29 bear a bob, 
In a Chak wr wad; . 
Yet drink of hi reaſon kisnoddle ne'er rob 


CCC 
This 5 my 9 | 
If ſuch a man can ſee ; | | 
I'm his if he's mine, untill then I am free, 
Sung in Incle and Yarico. 
CLERK I was in London gay, 
linkum feedle ; | 
And went in boots to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 
I march'd the lobby, twirld my ſtick, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle; 
The Girls all cry'd, He's quite the kick? 
Hey! for America I fail, 
| ankee doodle deedle ; 
The Sailor-boys cry d. Smoke his tail! 
Jemmy linkum feedle. 
On Engliſh Belles I turn'd my back, 
Diddle, daddle, ome 5 
And got a foreign Fair, quite Black, 
8 
Your London Girls, with roguiſh tri 
7 pouting undes lip, 
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My Wowlk' wou'd beat a hundred ſuch, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle, 


Whoſe upper lip pouts twice as much, 
O pretty doudle wheedle! 


Ring; ['!] buy to deck her toe 
Jemmy linkum feedle 

A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe; 
Waring ſidle ſeedle; | 

With jealouſy I ne%er ſhall burſt ; 
Who'd Real my bone of hone ? ? 

A white OTxeLLo—l can truſt 
Adding Desvrmona. 


MY NATIVE COTTAGE. 
WIFE am I—but, well-a-day ! 
An hapleſs one indeed ; 
The dreary hours drag dull aways 
And duller ſtill ſucceed. 
Ambition yok'd me to a man, 
Juſt verging on his dot 
So jealous too !—ah! fatal plan! 2 
To leave my Native Cottage. 
How happy roll'd each © x da 
*Till os by luckleſs „ 
To throw that happineſs = 
For ſpleydor, wealth, and Rate ; 
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E'cn when I'd ſcarce attain'd fifteen, 
And ſurely that was not age, 
For me to leave the rural ſcene, 
My humble Native Cottage. 
Our great diſparity of years | 
When Hen gur, ee 
| ſeem gay, he ſad appears, 
" Hinkif can bel cell why 
But I forgive my fretful chum, 
Poor foul! he's in his dotage : 
E'en let him growl—for time to come, 
Tl mourn my Nauve Cottage. 
SUN IN THE POOR SOLDIER. 
HE meadows look chearful, the birds ſweetly 
So gail carol the praiſes of ſpring; 
The' 1 oY rejoices, 15 Norah fhall mourn 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, O hide your gay charms ! 

Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms: 
Tho? ſattins, and ribbands, and laces are fine. 

They hide not a heart with ſuch feelings as mine. | 
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' LOVELY NAN. 


 CWEET «the Ship that under ſail, 
Spreads her white boſom 10 the gale ; 


Sweet oh ſweet's the flowing cann, 


Sweet to poiſe the labouring oar 
That tugs us to our native ſhore, | 
When the Boatſwain pipes the barge to man. 
Sweet ſailing with a fav'ring breeze; 
But oh much ſweeter than all theſe, 


Is Jack's delight his lovely Nan, 


The necdle faithful to the north, 
To ſhew of conſtancy the worth, 
A curious leſſon teaches man: 
The needle time may rull, a ſquall 
Capfize the Binacle aud all, 
Let ſcamanſhip do all it can: 
My love in worth iliall higher riſe, 
Nor time ſhall ruſt nor ſqualls capſire, 
My forch and truth to lovely Nan. 


When in the Bilboas I was penn d, 
Fo: ſerving of a worthleſs friend, 
Aud every creature from me 121; 
No ſhip performing Quarantine 
Wi. cv-r so deſerted ſeen; 
Nong za1l'd me woman, child, nor man, 


F 
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But though falſe friendſhip” s ſails we're Purl's, 
ra cunt adrift by all the world, 
1'd all world in Lovely Nan. 


I love my duty, love my friend, 
Love truth and merit to defend, 
To moan their loſs who hazard ran, 
I love to take an honeſt part, 
Love, beauty and a ſpotleſs heart, 
By manners love to ſhew the man, 
| To fail through life by honour's breeze, 1 
I as all along of loving theſe 4 
Firſt made 2 me e doat on Lovely Nan, 


3 


Sung by Mr. Wilfon in Robin Hood. | 


Y name is little Harry-O, 
Mary I will marry-O 


ſpite of Nell, or Iſabel, 1 
| 
| 
8 
{ 


11 low my own vagary-O. 
With my rigdum jigdum ary-O, 
I love little Mary-O, 
In ſpite of Nell, 
Or Iſabel, 
I'll follow my own vagary-O. 


Smart ſhe is and bonny-O 
Sent as ſugar cavdy-O, 


I 
Frei: and gay, 
As flow'ts in May, 
And I'm her Jack-a- - dandy O | 
\\ 14 1 210 5 . N 


Soon to church I'll have her-O, 
Where we'll wed together-Q 
And that, that done, 


Then we'll have fun, 


Tn ſpite of wind and weather-O. 


| With my. &. 
— 
THO” YOU THINK BY THIS 10 VEX Mz. 
HO? you think by this to vexme, 


Love no more can give me pain, 
Vainly ſtrive not to perplex me, 
You ſhall dupe me ne'cr again. 


Now your falſhood is requited, 


I'll enjoy a lngle life, 


Hark to glory I'm invited, 


By the. chearful drum and ſiſe. 


By conſent then now we ſever, | 4 


Love's all nonſenſe freedom ſweet, 


And we take our leave ſor ever, 


Never more again to meet. 


Never more, &. 
F 2 
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I dont wiſh Sir to allure you, 
I dont wiſh your flay not I, 
I'm quite happy I aſſure you, 
_ Gladly I pronounce good bye. 
La la la ra la ra, &c. 
You have chang'd your mind believe me, 
No I told you fo before, 
Can you have the hcart to leave me, 
Yes I'll never ſee you more. 
any = Never more, &c. 


THE MULBERRY TREE, 
An entire new Song. 


=. - Ya ſweet Briar grows in the merry Greer:wood, 


Where the Mufk-Roſe diſtuſes his Perfume 
| ſo free, | | 
But the blight of ten ſeiſes both bloſſom and bud, 
While the Mildew flics over the Muiberry Tree, 
In the Nurſery rear'd, like the young tender Vine, 
Mankind oi ai! orders and ev'ry Degree, 


And ſome branch and bear Fruit hike the Mulberry 
Tree. 
To the fair iree of knowledge ſome twine like a twig, 
While ſome ſappy ſprouts with its fruit diſogree, 


Fir! crawl on the Ground, then ſpring up like the Pine, 


[un 
tor which we from tarch now and then plack 2 {prig, 
Which 1s not quite fo le cet as the Mulberry T rec. 


The ail tree of life we all eagerly climb, 

And impatiently pant at its ugh top io be: 

4nough nine vin of ch are lopp'd off in the Prime, 
Aud they drop like dead leaves from the Nlulberry 

5 Ter. ö 


Some live by the leaf and fone live by the bon zb, 
As the ſons or the dance their vocation nav be; 

And ſome live and thrive though wo no more wnow 
Than the dew that flies over the Malberry Tre, 


But like the vceping willows we hang down the he), 
When poor wither'd ciders we're deſtin'd to be; 
And we're minded no more Luan Were 16795 WAL! 
we're dead, | 

Or the dew that flies over the Mulberry Tre. 


Yet like Lignum Nite we hearts of Oak wear, 
Or the cedar that keeps from the Cankerworm fre, 
White the vine juice we drain to diflolve ev'ry care, 


Like the dew that flies over the NI ulberry Tree, 


THE POOR BLACK BOY. 
OU care of money, care no more, 
No think if you be rich or poor, 
My mud employ ; 
F 3 
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Ale mw with you, no ſorry, no! 
And where away my Maſſa go, 
Go Poor Black Boy. 


Lou good 10 me, dat keepy here, 
No Maſſa dat you I oe 


Long time deftroy, 


Tou know death kill, but leave one part 
He never kill, the loving heart 


Of Poor Black Boy. 


'GEE-HO, DOBBIN ! 


Vo Ralph's my name, the waggoner, 


Tho' humble is my ſtation; 


What then, I'll clearly prove it, Sir, 


There's many in the nation. 
For as I've heard the wiſe ones ſay, 
Tune world's juſt like a waggon ; 
Where the fore-horſe points out the way, 
- Therecft they only drag on. 
Wuith a Gee-ho, Dobbin! hey, gee-ho! 


The flateſman, as we often ſee, 
Maintains each right and charter ; 
But bribed with a double fee, : 
The rights he ſoon will barter. 5 
| | For as I've heard, &c 


(99 
The law yer when hc pleads, d'ye mind, 


| Appears moſt wond'rous civil; 
But to his coſt the clients find, 
He drives him to the devil. 


For as I've heard, Kc. 


The doctor, who with cunning eye, 
As well as the attorney, 

Firſt takes your fee, then if you die, 
Preſciibes you a long journey. 


For as F hare heard, Cc. 


Then ſince on earth we're trav'llers here, 
Let's drink, and piſs che noggin; 
For, from the peaſant to che peer, 
Old time is ever jogging. 
| For as z re heard, & c. 
— — 
BOl. D ] ACK. 
V HIL E up the een the aller T9. 
Or vcatures on the yard. 
The landmen, who no better knows 
Belicves his lot is hard. 
But Jack with ſmiles each danger meets, 
Caits anchor, heaves the log, | 
Trims all the ſails, belays the bects, 
Ard inaks his can of grog. 


F 4 
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When mo ＋ tains high the waves that wen 
The ©} rvduiy bear, 
Now Suns 4 2 hollow dell, 
at 79 * 1 1 18 » 2 , 
NOW ; 15 8 ts dil, 
Bod Tits Co 
nen vac Tami rocks a4 quickſand, 19 
1 Ou e er how r N repine, 
Freezing near Crue 41 « „ LY more, 
Or buruivs neer the line. 


Bold Jack, &. 


If to engage Hoy vive the word, 
To Quarte's all re pan, | 
ww hile 1 i: Mer d Watts 0 by the board, 
Ant i 11101 yg chroug 8 th irs 


4 


Bold Jo's o &. ” 
_——pS 


THE CHELSEA PL NSION Ei. 


ONG an the Britiſh army, 
I 'd my country's rights, 
And with accounts can charm ye, 


Of ſieges and of fights : 


Where thouſands oft fell martyrs, 


Amidil the of ſtrife ; 
While ſome in helſea — 


* — 


« {#4 


1 was in Bunker's battle, 
Minorca's liege was at; 
Where men were flat ike cattle. 
Or meir'd for Lord knows witat : 
Yet tho): who ti] not mariy Is, 
But v on: ded in the firife 
Were ken to Chellea quarters, 
And belle ted tor li. 


Twas un e 55 21118 61 1 1 "anders. 


1 Near Anind's Wood, I know. 
I Los on ly brave adders, 

s Ve mit the Galhic foc: 

5 And ho they fought ake Tartats, 


We ended toon the Arite : 
But row in Che! fea quarters 
i” 111 billeted for life. 


SUNG IN THE FARMER. 


FLAXEN-headed cow boy as ſimple 25 way be, 
And next a merry provgh boy, | wiitted SS. 
the Lea: | 
But now a ſaucy footman, I ftrut in worlled hace, 
And ſoon I'll be a Butler. and wag my jolly face. 


When =_— I'm promoted, II ſnip a tradeſman” . 
1 


My maſler's r empty, my pockets he to fill: 


go - 


1 


When lolling in my chariot, ſo great a man Il be, 
You'll * the little plough boy that whiſtled o'er 
the Lea. OE: 


I'll buy votes at elections, but when I've made the pelf, 


I'll land poll for the parliament and then vote in my- 
| ſelf : | 
Whatever's good for me, Sir, I never will oppoſe ; 


When all my ayes are ſold oft, why then III ſell my 


noes; 
I'll bawl, harangue and paragraph, with ſpecchas 


charm the ear, 


And when I'm tir'd on my legs, then I'll fit down. 2 


Peer, | | 
In court or city honour fo great a man I'll be, 


You'll forget the little plough-boy that whiftled o'4 


1 
— — 
THE KING, 
SUNG BY MR. COLLIN”. 
ONG live great George our King 
God ſave Old England's King. . 
Long hve the King: : 


And while with glory crown'd, 
Envy'd by nations round, 


Let earth and ſkies reſound, 
Long live the King. 


— 


E 
To glad each riſing day, 
May his benignant ſway, 
New bleſſings bring: 
May he is foes appal, | 
Cruſh thoſe who ſeek his fall, 
While we ſhout one and all, 
God ſave the King. 
George no fell dart ſhall dread, 
_ Hurl'd from a hydra head, 
With poiſon'd fling ; 
But foul rebellion's train, 
Gnaſhing their teeth in vain, 
Shall ſee triumphant reign, 
| Great George our King. 
Turn Eaſt, Weſt, North, and South, 
And from our cannon's mouth, 
Make the world ring ; 
Swell thy loud trumpet, fame, 
| Britons wrth pride proclaim, 
They'l! wade through fire and flame 
To guard their King. 
—— 
9 I obliged to beg my bread, 
And had not where to lay my head, 


1'd where yonder herds are fed, 
And Leal A * at Somebody. 
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'nen I'm laid low and am at reſt, 
And mav be number'd with the bleſt, 
Oh may thy artleſs feeling brealt 
Ihr with regard for Somebody! 
Al! will you drop one pitying tear, 
Ana 6g for the loſt Somebody. 


But ihouid I ever live to ſee 

Thu fem ſo much ador'd by me, 
Thea chou'lt reward my conflancy, 
And I' be bleſt with Somebody; 
Then ſhall my tears be dried by thee, 
And lu be bleſt with Somebody. 


RULE BRITANNIA. 


Arolc from out the azure main, 
This ses the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this firain : 
Rule Britannia! Britannia rule the waves, 
Britons never ſhall be flaves. 


The ations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
Whiift thou ſhalt flouriſh, great and free, 


— — — — 


A iN Britain firſt, at Heav'n's command, 


The dread and envy of them all, . 
| | Kule Britannis, &c. 


(79 ) 
Still more mazeſtic ſhalt thou riſe 
More dreadful from each foreign {troke, 
As the loud blafl that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but wo root thy nauve oak. 
Rule Britannia, &c. 
The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All the attempts to bend thee down, 
Wil bu: aruuic; tay g-n'rous flame, 
To work their woe and thy renown. 
| Rule Britannia, Ec. 
To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities thall with commerce ſhine, 
All thine thall | ve, che ſubject main, 
And ev'ry hore « encircie thine 
Rule Britannia, &c. | 
The te {till with freedom found, 
| Shall to thy happy coafl repair, 
Bleſs'd Ifle ! wich matchleſs beanties crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule Britannia, Ac. 
— — 
SWEET LITTLE ANGEL. 
W Jack parted from me, to Plough the ſalt 


deep, 
(as, I mayn't fee him again!) 
In ſpue of all talking 1 couid not but weep 
To help it I'm {ure was in vain, 


— — _ —— — — = 


Yet while he's at a diſtance each thought is employ'd, 


I fancy at times that the ſhip is deſtroy d, 
And Jack I ſhall never ſee more. 


I know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 


(% ) 


Then he broke from my arms, and he bid me farewell, 
* “Poll, come, my ſoul, it won't do, 

So, d'ye hear, avalt whining and ſobbing my girl, 
*Tis all fooliſh nonſenſe in you. 

I cou'd not help thinking that Jack was in right, 

From ſomething that whiſper'd, d'ye ſee, 

There's a ſweet lutle Angel that fits out of fight 
Will reſtore my Poor Jack unto me. | 


And nought can delight me on ſhore, 


But then it's but fancy !—that Angel above, 
Who can do ſuch a wonder of things ! 


And ſo to myſelf I thus ting : 
„What matters repining ? my heart ſhall be light, 
For a ſomething there 4 'þ.+ Jos 
There's a ſweet little Angel that futs out of fight, 
Will reſtore my poor Jack unto me.” 
But ſhou'd that ſweet Angel, wherever he be, 
Forget to look out after Jack, SE 
Why then he may never return unto me, 
never, no never come back ! _ 
Bu Oh, it can't be! he's too good and too kind, 
To make the ſalt water his grave; = 
And why ſhould I then each tale-teller mind, . 
Or dread ev'ry turbulent wave 7 1 


q6y 4 IS 
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Beſides, I will never kind Providence light, 
For a ſomething there whiſ d'ye ſee, 


There's a ſwzet little Angel that fits out of ſi ght 
Will reſtore my poor Jack umo me. 


THE LAMP-LIGHTER. 


I5 jolly D:ck the lamplighter, 
They ſay, the Sun's my dad, 
And truly I believe it Sir, 
For I'm a pretty lad. 

Father and I the world we light, 

And make it look lo gay, 

The difference is I lights by night, 

And Father lights by day. 


But Father's not the likes of I, 
For knowing life and fun, 
For I ſtrange trrcks and fancies ſpy, 
Folks never ſhew the ſun : 
Rogues, owls, and bats can't bear the light, 
I've heard your wiſe ones ſay, 
And ſo d'ye mind, 1 ſees at night, 
Things never ſeen by day, 
At night men lay aſide all art, 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, 
And many a face and many a heart, 


Will then pull off the maſk ; 


( 82 ) 


Each formal prude and holy wight 
Will throw diſguiſe away, 
And fin ut openly all night, 
Who ſainted it all day. 


His darling hoard the miſer views, 

Miſes from friends decamp, 

And many a flateſman miſchief brews 
To his country o'er his lamp : 

So father and I, d'ye take me right, 

Are juſt on the ſame lay 

I bare-fac'd finners lig IT night, 

And he — ſaints % 


3 


ADIEU, MY FLORESKI, FOR EVER, 


A Favorite Romance. 


DIEU my Florelki for ever, 

k And welcome the ſorrow 1 prove! 
he fate. ſtil! delight it thou wo rr, 

The boſoms united by lov? 
Clos'd is that cye, 

Mute is the tongue, 
On which my 

Soul enraptur' d ung: 
He's gone, he's dead. and I emit 
To ſigh and weep, alas in an 


* Pr xs. — 
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No threat no perſuaſion, ſhall ſway me, 
Nor time that ſees all things decay, 
Abate the devotion I pay thee, 
Or wear thy dear Image away, 
"If I may eeuſt 

This faithful heart, 
We ſoon ſhall meet, 
No more to partz 
He's gone, nor ſhall I long remain, 
To ſigh, and weep, alas in vain. 


CRUEL FAIR! WHO SECRET ANGUISH. 


RUEL fair! who ſecret anguiſh, 
Can with wanton pride impart, 
Cans it thou fee a lover languiſh, 
Sporting with his faithful heart! 
Her, let every beautious maiden, 
Her, let every canſtant ſwain, 
With her Woodly's fate upbraiding, 
Baniſh from the ſmiling plain. Cruel, &c. 
TOM TRUELOVE's KNELI. 
M Truelove woo'd the ſweeteſt fair. 
That c'er to Tar was kind, | 
Her face was of a beauty rare, 
More beautiful her * 


—— — —— —  — 
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His 2 heard while with delight, 
He named her for his Bride; 
A ſai] appeared, ah fatal fight ! 
For grief his love had died. | 
Muſt I, cried he thoſe charms reſign, 
I loved ſo dear, fo well? 
Would they had told inſtead of thine, 
Tom Truelove's knell. | 


| Break heart at once and there's an end, 


Thou all that heaven conld give, 


But hold, I have a noble 


Vet, yet for him 141 "ang 


Fortune, who all her bane ful ſpight 


Not yet on Tom had tried, 
Sent news, one rough, tempeſtuous, 1 ni ht 
FF 
e muſt I thee reſign 
Who honour loved ſo well ? 
Would they had told inſtead of thine 
Tom Trueleve's knell. 


Enough, enough, a ſalt ſea wave, 
A ing balm ſhall bring; 

A Sailor you, cried one, and brave? 
Live ſlill io ſerve your king?! 

The moments comes, behold the foe, 
Thanks generous ſriend he cried; 


The fecond broadfide laid him low, 


He named his love and died. 


— —— <oon_aotte———_onr.. 
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The tale, in mournful accents ſung, 
His friends ſtill ſorrowing tell, 
Ilow fad, and ſolemn, three times rung, 
Tom Truclove's knell. 
| — 
HOME's HOME. 
1 thought and I've ſaid it fin 1 were a boy, 
1 That what folks get at eaſy they never enjoy, 
Why 1 was the ſame at what's homely I'd ſcoff, 
But how fine if it comed a good many miles off; 
So big with this fancy though but a poor clown, 
I hied me away for to ſee the great town, 
Where they puſh'd me and throng'd me all one as a 
fair, | : 9 
Then they'd tiiter and ſnigger and laugh then I'd ſwear. 
Why Bumkin did'fl e'ce fee ſuch fin'ry as this 
In your place, cried a monkey in trowſers, why yes! 
You'd your joke maſter coxcemb and now I'l{ have 
mine; 5 | | 
I've {cen peacocks and goldſinches ten times as fine, 
So I left mafler whiffle and whiflled along, 
„Then humm'd to myſelf the fag end of a ſong, 
The good that wc wilh for may*'nt match what we've 


; a | | 
Te minds are their kingdom who're pleas'd with 
their lot, | | 
And to whatever place diſcontented folk roam, 
At laſt they'll be forced to ſay this of their home. 
G 2 
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Gib cont and nr Wees 206 26 Sai, 
And damn it home's home be it ever ſo homely. 


So ſince for flrange fights, I to town took my range, 
Faith I zeed fights in plenty, and all of them ſtrange, 
I zeed folks, — 5 in riches, that pleaſure ne'er knew, 


I zecd honeſt poverty, rich as a jew, 

Time and oft dreſlec "ory faſhion I zeed an old Ewe, 

I zeed madam's monkey as ſmart as her beau, 

zced beauty and virtue, that never knew ſhame, 
zeed vice, careſſed under modeſty's name, 

a ſine head dreſs, worth more than the head, 


ia 


I zeed rogues of their knavery making their brags, 
zeed fools in 2 N in rags, 


Kill chrough che crowd as 1 Whiflled along, 
I bummed to my ſelf the fag end of a Song, &c. 


fi 


As the Guns were all firin uecr looking ſpark, 
Cried, what nonſenſe, „ with — fuſs and 


Sun nan $61, © Oh! what' that that you 


BY they fire for a Victory, and you have your choice 
HE home, or with all hone ſubjeſts rejoice, 


4244. — Gy queer, 


⁊eed 
I zeed folks with their brains out, before they were 


Aa the Gama were all ring, fer in the Park, | 


well, cried my ſpark, but a word in your car, | 


(7 


Nay tis true, we're done up, twill be ſeen by, and by. 


How much did they give you to catch me ſaid 1, 


The country's a good one, all good men perceive it, 

And they that don't like it, why dom't let 'cmm leave it, 
So I left my queer ſpark. and went whiſtling along, 
Then I humm'd to my ſelf, the fag end of a Song, &c. 


" "fi 


PP 
ag” Zeph'rus firſt taſted the charms of co; 
Flora, e 3 

Sure nature ne'er veam'd on ſo lovely a morn; 


Ten thouſand ſweet birds court the {mile of Aurora, 
And the woods loudly echo the ſound of the horn, 


| Yet the morn's not ſo lovely, ſo brilliant, ſo gay; 


As our ſplendid appcarance, in gallant array, 

When all read y mounted we number our forces, 
Enough the wild boar and the tiger to ſcare: 

Pity fifty ſtout beings count dogs, men, and horſes, 

Should encouniet ſuch peril: io kill one poor hare. 


Little wretch thy fate's hard, thou wert gentle and 

pbplameleſa, | 

Yet a type of the world in thy fortune we ſee; | 
And virtue, by monſters as cruel, and ſhameleſs ; 

Poor, defenceleti;, and timid, is hunted like thee, |; 

See! vainly each path how ſhe doubles and tries: 


a Rd: oak ae 
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To d'ercome that meek fear for which men ſhould re- 
_ ſpeci her, . fi 
Ex'ry art is imploy'd, ev'ry fly ſubtle ſnare ; 
Puy thoi: that were born to defend and protect her, 
Shou'd hunt to her ruin—ſo timid a hare, 
Thus it fares with poor merit, which mortals ſhou*d 
cheriſh 1 | 
As the heaven gified ſpark that illumines the mind; 
As reaſon's beſt h.-nor, left with u ſhou'd periſh 
Ev Ty grace that perfection can lend to mankind, 


Hark! envy's pack opens, the grim lurcher fcar, 
end the mongrel vexation, ſxulk fly in the rear: 


The reſt all raſh on, at their head the whelp ſlander, 
The fell maftif malice, the greyhound deſpair; 


Puy, beings beſt known by bright truth and fair can- 


dour, 


Shou'd hunt down, ſhame to manhood—ſo harmleſs | 
a hare. : | | 


Their ſports at an end, harſh reſlection's beguiler 


To ſome thoughtleſs ubitvion their ſouls they, reſign; 
The ſeducer takes pleaſure, revenge the reviler, 
The hunter's obiivion, more haimleſeé, is wine. 


Thus, having deftroy'd ev'ry rational jov 
hat can dignify reaſon, they reaſon deſtroy 


And yct not in vain, if this leſſon in ſpirit 

| , : he as 12 . 
Ought of rev'rence for genius, reſpect for the fair 

So the tear of Joſt virtue and poor ruin'd merit 


The ſad mancs itail appeaſe —of the innocent liare. 


57 —— ——ͥ˖— 
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| SMALILOU. 
f Has was an Itiſh Lad 
Who lov'd a cloyfler'd Nun, 
And it made him very ſad, 
For what was to be tas, 


He thought it was a big ſhame, à moſt confounded lin, 
That ſhe cou'd not get out at all, and he cou'd not get in 


Let he went ev 'ry day, he cons do nothing more, 


Yet he went ev'ry day to the convent door, 
Ad he ſung ſweetly Smalilou, Kc. | 
| To Roger a yew of her 

play'dat ouſand tricks, 
oy 6 1. A he tried 10 flir, 
And he gave the wall ſome kicks: 


| He flamp'd, and rav'd and ſigh'd, and pray'd, and 


many times he {wore 


The devil burn the 1 iron boits, the devii take the door : 


x et he vent cv 'ry day, he made ut a rule, 


Yet he went cv'ry day, aud look'd like a fool. 


| Tho” he lane ſweetly Smalilou, &c. 
One morn the leit her bed, 
Becauſe the cou'd not ll>ep, | 
Aud 4% the window ſped, 
"take x little pet's 


And what d NA 22 deinen, I tim ture vor'il ck . it 
| T1 TOS p ; 
She ba le uns 2 whe wad pod ley, lag bade the Lund 
Lo THR 
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Tenderly the liſten'd to all he had to ay, 


— Thea jomg'Cancs bis areas, and fo line, fe 7 | 
ilou, &c. 


And they ſung ſweetly S 


— m— 


THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


And ſcuddin = eaſy ſail, 
The high bi 


* Pilot cheerly ſung, 


— gain the = 
DE 


Some abbey tower, or harbour 
Orbeacon to the veſſel true 


While ofi the lead the ſeaman flung, 


And to the Pilot cheer! lung. 
1 


And as che much lov'd ſhore we near, 


Wah tranſport we behold the roof; 
hes inches friend or partner dear, 
Of funk and love a marhieb 

The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 

And to the watchful Pilot ſung, 

Quarter leſ Hive. | 


F England when with fav“ ring gale, 
gallant ſhip up channel leer :de 


ue Wellern land appear'd. 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 


| 
| 
CV 
i 


DT © that as how I'ni a Sportſman in 


My licence I pockets, my poney 1 flrides, 
And if likely to fall, flicks the ſpurs in the ſides, 


But dabby what's that, en't it faſhion and life. 
At ſporting I never was know'd for to lag, 


When at Epſom laſt Eaſter they turned out the Sg, 
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ſty le 
All ſo kikiſh ſo ſlim and ſo tall, 
Why I've fearch'd after eue & that many 's the mile, 
And ſeed no bit of nothing at all: 


And 1 pelts through the wind and the rain, 


Leaves the. bridle al holds by the mane. 
To be ſure dad at home kicks up no little ſtrife, 


I was always in anger the ficſt, 


I am the lad that was rolled in the duſt, 
Then they calls me a Nincom why over the helds, 
There a little beyond Dulwich common, 
I a chick, and a gooſe, tumbled neck, over heels, 
Ard two e beſides and old woman, 
Thea let miſerly dad, kick up forrow, and ſtriſe, 
I'm che lad A s genteel, and knows faſhion, aod life. | 
But don't go for to think I =. 
Often when my companions with ardour, 
Are hunting about with the dog and the Gun, | 
I goes, and I hunts, in the larder, - 
bay ef me a woodcock, or named a qu, 
| ral, as ſhe fits under co vet, 


0 


e 09 
Then ſo ho to the barrel, to ſlart me ſame Ale, 


And when I have dined, and fed rover, 
Pays my landlord ſhot, as I ogles his wife, 


While the daughter cries out, lord what faſhion and 


life. 


Then I buy me ſome Game, all as b we jog, 
And when the folks ax how I got em, 
Though 1 ſthootcd but once, and then killed the poor 


g 5 
I ſwears, and then lands to't that J ſhot 'em; 


So come round me ye Sportſmen that's ſmart & what | 


not, 
All ſtiliſh and cutting a flaſh, 


When your peice won't kill game, charged with pow- 


der and ſhot, 


To bring em down, down wiſh your caſh, 
And if with their jokes, and then jeers, folks are rife, 


wy dabby ſays you, en't it lathiop and life? 


— 


5 JACK JUNK. 
„ bac one day at Wapping his dan; rs o'er 


hauling 
Tack . l corn 3 Jemmy and broach'd a full Can, 
n le a bee ot ne: gh! „0, of each difie en, call! i 
Cricc oviy but beat what a marvelivu- man. | 
Av att oriea em Tack whar's there marvelio eim it. 


When his time's come the {Ivvici of u-aris mult 


co. np - 


— 


— 
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TWhy now you maſter tallow chandler, by way of 
throwing a light on the ſulyett don" t you think 'tis 
better to be e xtinguiſbed when one's fighting in de- 
fence one's king and country than to flay at home 
lingering and go out like the ſnufl of a candle P] 


Then like men do your duty F 

We all have our minute, 

And at ſea or aſhore we {hull live 'till we die, 
Hurraw hurraw boys let's live *till we die. 


Why now you maſter Plumber. that marvels at billows, 


I ſhall founder at fea and vou'll die in your bed; 
What of that? ſome hare logs, and ſome weaves Gar 
their pillows, 
And *us likely enough we may bak die of cad; 
And as ſor the odds, Fry the difference that s in it 


I ſhall pop oft a: once, and you'll ingecang lie. 


[Why {mite my crov ked timbers who 1 rows but 
maſter Suip there may flip his cabie and btea' his back 


with taking the winch part of a fal. Gr the She board 


into his own hell. 


Then like men, &c. K. 


As for you maſter Bricklayer io make cut vour calling 
A litile like mine c'n't a matter that's hard. 

Pray mayn't you from 2 ladder or ſcafiold be falling 
As ealy as 1 from a 1ati; ng or yard, 

Then for you its c wamiſhon a tile may bring in it 


As ſoon as a ſhot or a ſplinter for I, 


( 94) 
| [As for maſter Doctor, the Undertaker, and Sex- 
ton they don't want no wipe from me they ſends too 
many folks contented to their long home not to know 
| How to go there contentedly themſelves. ] 

| | Then like men. &c. &c. 


And when Captain Death comes the reckoning to 
_ ſettle, | 5 5 „ 

You may clear the ſhip for action as much as you 

like, N 05 . 

And behave like a man but he'as ſuch weight of metal, 
At the very firlt broadſide the braveſt muſt rike, 

And when you have ſaid all you can what's there in it 
Who to ſcud 'gainſl a ſtorm but a lubber would try. 


(For as to qualms conſcience, cheating cullomers, 


betraying friends and ſuch like, being a ſet of honeſt 


tradeſmen I dare iay you are perfetily caſy about 
they ſort of things.) _ | ; 
Then like men, &c. &c. 
| HAPPY JERRY. 
WAS the pride of all the Thames, 
My name was natty Jerry, 
The belt of ſmarts and flaſhy dames 
I've carried in my wherry: | 
For then no mortal ſoul like me 
So merrily did jog it, 5 
Flov'd my wife and friend, d'ye ſee, 
And won the prize of 3 


(9) 


In coat and badge, ſo neat and ſpruce, 


I row'd all blithe and merry, 


And every waterman did uſe 


To call me happy Jerry. 


But times ſoon changed, I went to ſea, 


My wife and friend betrayed me, 


And in my abſence treacherouſlly 
| Some pretty frolics played me: 
Return'd, I uſed them like a man, 


But ſtill *ewas ſo provoking, 
I could not joy my very can, 


Nor even fancy ſmoaking: 
In tarniſh'd badge, and coat ſo queer, 


„No longer blithe and merry, 
6h friends now paſſed me with a ſneer, 


And called me diſmal Jerry. 


At ſea, as with a dangerous wound 


I lay under the ſurge 


Two friends each help I wanted found 


In every emergence: 


Soon after my ſweet friend and wife 


Into this meſs had brought me, 
Theſe two kind friends who ſav'd my life 

In my misfortunes ſought me. 
We're come, cried that once again 

In coat and „ by Bay ; 
Your kind old friends the watermen 


May hail you happy Jerry. 


We aſk no health, but fame and wealth, 


When mirth invites we ſeldom think, 


( 9% } 


I'm Peggy, once your ſoul's defire, 
To — + you Lane a rover, | | 
Have ſought you the world over, 


Wbo ſince that time in man's attire 


And I, cried t' other, am that Jack 

When boys you uſed ſo ſadly, | 
Though now the beſt friend to your back, 

Then prithee look not ſadly ; 
8 38 I ſeiz'd their hands, 

y grateful rew merry | 

And now in love and friendibiy's bands 
I'm once more happy Jerry. 


A KNAPSACK AND A DOLLY. 1 


E ſoldiers drink, we ſoldiers ling, 

We fight our foes and love our King, 
Are ever briſk and jolly ; | 1 
We know no fear in peace or war, 


A knapſack and a dolly. 


When honor calls we never ſhrink, 
But, ſcorning melancholy, 

Alert and gay we march way 6 ; 

To foreign parts, with cheerful hearts, 
A knapſack and a dolly, 


(WF 3 


If doom'd to fall, the good and brave, 
Will dew with tears their ſoldier's grave, 
Thus ſadneſs is a folly : 
His dauntleſs ſword fame will record, 
His courage dear, will prize and cheer, 
lis knapſack and his dolly. 
Then come, my noble heroes, come, 
With ſprightly fife and echoing drum, 
And minds elate and jolly ; 
Let's take the held, and never yield 
To fortune's frowns, till conqueſt crowns 
Our knapſack and our dolly. 


THE NEGLECTED TAR. 
I SING the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, 


A theme renown'd in flory, 

It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays; 
Oh! 'tis your boaſt and glory. 
When mad brain'd war ſpreads death around, 

By them you are protetted; 
But when in peace the nation's found, 
| Theſe bulwarks are neglected, 
Then, oh! prote& the hardy tar, 
Be mindful of his merit: 
And when again you're plung'd in war, 


He'll ſhew his daring ſpirit. 
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When thickeſt darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the trackleſs ocean ; 
When _ dart, when Glee roll, 
And all is wild commotion ; 
When o'er the bark the white-topp'd waves, 
With boiſt'rous ſweep are rolling, 
Yet cooly fiill, the whole he braves, 
Dntam d amidſt the howling, 


Then, oh! protect, &c. 


| When deep immers'd in ſulph': rous ſmoke, 
| He feels a glowing pleaſure ; 3 | 
He loads his gun, he cracks his joke, 

Elated beyond meaſure. 5 
Though fore and aft the blood — Ak, | 
Should lifeleſs trunks appear; 
Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, 

| The ſailor knows no fear. 


| Then, oh! protect, &c. 


When long becalm'd, on ſouthern brine, 
| 1 beams aſſail him; 
When al all the canvas hangs ſupine, 

And food and water fail him: 

| 9 Nw he dreams of Britain's ſhore, 

| re ty ſtill is reigning ; 

call 2 nh his _— o'er, 


hs but ſcorns complaining. 
The, ab! rcd th 


' 


* 
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Or burning on that noxious coaft, 
| Where death fo oft befriends him; 
Or pinch'd by hoary Grecnland froſt, 
True courage ſtill attends him: 
No clime can this eradicate, 
* He glories in annoyanceʒ 
lle fearleſs braves the florm of fate, 
— 4 And bids grim death defiance. 
Ihen, oh! protect, &c. _ 55 
Why ſhould the man who knows no fear, 
In peace be then neglected ; 
Bchold him move along the pier, 
| Pale, meagre and dejettied! 
Behold him begging for employ! 
1 Bchold him diſregarded ! 
Ihen, view the anguiſh in his exe, 
And ſay, are tars rewarded ? 
bes, on! een, Ke. 
| To them your deareſt rights you ow ©, 
In peace then would you flarve th:m ? 
| _ What ſay ye Britain's ſons P—Oh! no, 
| Protett them, and preſerve them. 


Shield them from poverty, and pain, 
TDis policy todoit; 
Or, when grim war ſhall come again, 
Oh. Britons, ye may tue it! 
Then, oh! protett, &c. 


In 
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THE NEW SPINNING WHL. 


' 2 a7 ſummer eve, as Nancy fair, 
Sat ſpinning in the hade, = 

While — ky lacks {hook the air 
In warbling o'er her head; 

In tender coocs the pidgeons woo'd, 
(Love's impulſe all mull feel,) 

She ſung, but flill her work purſu d 
And lurn'd her ſpinuing wheel. 

6 Vhilc thus I work with rock and reel, 
„So life by time is ſpun; 

« And as uns round my ſpiun' ng-wheel, 
© The world turus up à and down : 

1 % Some rich to day, to-morrow low, 
„ While I nv changes feel, - 

« But get my bread by {weat of brow, 
„And turn wy {pinning-wheel, 

4% From me let men aud women too 
« This home-{pun leflon ey, 

&« Not mind what other people do, 
„Hut cat the bread they earn: 

« If none were ſed, were that to be, 
„ But what r 4 a meal, 

« Some ladies then, as well as me, 
„Mull turn the ſpring v heel”? 

The rural toaſt, with tweetel tone, 

Thus lung a watlets ſtrain, 

WW... ver the lov n hinip o gammer Joan, 


nee hun. Nancy” 5 . ; 


- ; : . 


| 
4 


— 2 —- | 
* . . : 
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« Come, ' cries the dame, Nance, here's thy ſpouſe ; 
«© Away throw rock and reel :*? 

Blithe Nancy, with the b. ny news, 
O'erſet her ſpinning-wheel. 


tw 7 No Song No Su per. 
CROSS che downs this morning, 


As betimes I chanc'd to go; 

A thepherd led his flock abroad, 

All winte as driven fnow, _ 

But one was moft the thepherd's care, 

A lamb fo ilcex, ſo plump and fair, 
Its woad'rous beauties in a wore, 
To lei you fairly know, : 

*T was ſuch as Nelly from the 1 lire, 
Took off not long ago. 


This lamb was blithe as midſummer, 


His frolic gambols play 'd, 
And now of all the flock a. head, 
The pretty wanton flray'd ; 


A wolf that watch'd with greedy eye „„ 
Rulh'd forth and ſeiz'd the tender prize; 


The ſhepherd ſaw, and raid a fone, 
So round ſo large 1 vow, 
*T was like the cake that Nelly 1a:4 
Upon the ſhelf jull now, 
| A 2 


T5 . 


This monſtrous lone the ſhepherd flu 
And well his aim he took, mn 
Yet ſcarce the ſavage creature deign'd 
Around to caſt a look; 
But fled as ſwift wich footſteps light, 
As he who brought the wine to-night: 
1 iry'd to flop the thief, but he f 
Turn'd round in rage, good lack! | 
So mad the lawyer ſcarce can be | BY 
That's hid in yonder ſack. oj 
— | 
| Sung in the Highland Reel. 
HO! I am now a very little lad, 
If fighting men cannot be had, 
For want of a better I may do, | 
To follow the boy with his rat tat too: | 
I may ſeem tender yet I'm tough, oy . 
And tho not much o'me I'm right good fluff l 


Of this Ill boaſt ſay more who can, 
I never was afraid to face any man. | 
I'm a chickabiddy fee take me now now now, E 
I'm a merry little he for your row dow dow, 
Brown-beſs I'll knock about oh theres my joy, If 
At my back a knapſack like a roving boy. | 
In my 1artan plaid a young ſoldier view | 
My Thillibeg and Dirk and my bonnet blue, | 
Give the word and I'll march where you command 
Noble ſerjeant with a ſhilling then ſtiike my hand. 


(103) | 
My Captain as he takes his glaſs, 
May wich to to, with a pretty lafs, 
For ſuch as one I've a roguiſh eye, 
He'll never want a vil when I an by. 
| I'm a chickabiddy, &c. 
Tho? a barber never yet has mow'd my chin, 
With my great brod ſword 1 los to begin, 
Cut, flaſh, ram, daran, oh giori ns fun 
For a gun pip pop. change my little 2 
My fors ſnall ly like geeſe in flocks, 
Ex'n Turks III drive like turken-cocks, 
And wherever quarter'd I ſhail be, 
Oh zounds how I'll kifs my laudlady. 
I'm a chickaviddy, &c. 
Sung in the Battle of Hexham. 
| WY Arthur firſt at Court began, 
| To wear long hanging flceves ; 
He entertain'd three ſaving men, 
And all of them were thieves, 
The firſt he was an Iriſhman, 
The ſecond was a Scot; 
The third he was a Welſaman, 
And all were knaves I wot. 
The Iriiaman lov'd Uſquebangh, 
The Scot lov'd Ale call'd Blua-cap ; 
The Welſhman he lov'd Loalled Cheeſo, 
Aud made his mouth = a meula- rap. 
125 3 
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Ucquebaughi burnt the 1riſhman, 


TheSc vi was drown'd in Ale; | 
The M''eiſhman had ike to've been choxk'd by a 
mouſe, 


But he pull'd her out by the tail. 


——— 
Sun in No Song No Supper. 
OW happily my lite ! led, | 


Without a day of torrow, 
To plough and. iow, 
To reap and mow, 
No care beyond the morrow : 
In heat. or cold. in wet or dry, 
1 never grumblca, no, net 0; 
My wife, *tis true, 
Loves words a few, 
VWhu then, I let her prate; 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rou 30, 
I found my ſelf till ck enough, 
In the joys of an humble late, 


But when with law 1 craz'd my head, 
I loft both peace and pleaſurc, 
Long ſays to hear, | 

To ſearch and ſwear, 
And plague beyond all meaſure, 
One gricvance brought another on, 


My debts increaſe, my flock is gone; | 


— EIn er Eno nee —— — — 
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My wiſe ſhe ſays 
Our means "twill rarfe, 
What then, tis idle prot, 
For ſom-times {inooth, &c. 


SWEET FOIL OF I Men) 111. 
wo 259 Ol of Plymouth was my dear, 


When forc'd from her to go — 
Alown as chocs rain'd many a tear, 
My harm was frangine with wor 


Our anchor weigh'd, for fea we load: 


Ihe land we left b hin; 
er tests ten feld the briny tlond, 
Aly lighs in, eas d the Wind. 


Wie plougu'd the deep. and now between 
Us ! lay the ocean wile x 

For five ! ON YES hd nat .. Nn : 
A: * ſweet, my bon; * bride. 


That SY © Bl 1 lat 4 15 10 world ; round, = 


Ai for my trac levies take 
But orofs” i. 45 WO were las >moward bound, 
I hot: 4 my heart world bicak. 


The p: BY gan bald J alk'd in rn 
Laie my once an ſhore; 

I lang'd w ice my l' agat * 
but ſaw my Poli uo more 
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And have they torn my love away ! 
And is he gone !=ſhe cry'd: 

My Polly—ſweeteſt flower of May, 
She languiſh'd, droop'd and dy'd. 


Sung in No Song No Supper. 
(55 George I can't endure you, 


You wrong me I aſſure yon, 
I wonder why I love you lull, 
Are women for no uſe meant, 
But merely man's amuſement ? 
To teaze ard torture as he will ? 
No, if you lov'd me true, 
You'd other means purſue, 
No, that you don't tis plain, 
I tell you fo again, 
No no no no no no, 


You ne'er cou'd bear to uſe me fo. 


What ſee you, pray, about me, 
Thus ſtill to ſcold and flout me ? 
__ Such treatment yet was never heard; 
I ne'er muſt ſpeak (good gracious! 
I'm ſure *tis quite vexatious 
I never now muſt ſpeak a word, 


- 


 PADDY BULL's EXPEDITION. 
I took my departure from Dublin's 


ſweet town, | 
And for England's own ſelf thro' the ſeas I did plow, 
For four long days I was toſs'd np and down, 

Like a quid of chew'd hay in * throat of a cow! 
While afraid off the deck in the ocean to flip Sir, 
I clung. like a cat, a faſt hold for to keep, Sit, 

Round about the big polt that grows out of the ſhip, 

Nb | 

OI never thought more to ſing Lango Lee? 
Thus flanding flock ſtill, all the while I was moving, 

Till Ireland's dear coaſt I ſaw clean out of fight 3 
My ſelf the next day, a true Iriſhman proving, 

When leaving the {hip on the ſhore for to light 
As the board they put out was too narrow to quarter, 
The firſt flep I took, it was in ſuch a totter, 

That I jump'd upon land, to my neck up in water, 
| that was no time to ling Lango Lee! 
' But as ſharp cold and hunger I never yet knew more, 

And my ſtomach and bowels did grumble & grow! ; 
I thought the beſt way to get each in good humour, 

Was to take out ihe wrinkles of each, by my foul ; 
So I went to a houſe where roaſt meat they provide, 

Sir 
With a whirligig which up the chimney I ſpy'd, Sir, 
And which grinds all their ſmoke into powder beſide, 
Ti true as I'm now ſinging Lango Les! {Surg 
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Then I went to the Landlord of ali the Stage Coaches, 
That ſet ſail for London cach night in the week, 
To whom 1 obnoxiouſly made by approaches, 
As a birth aboard one I was come for to ſcek; 
But as for th' inſide I'd no caſh in my catket, 
Says I, with your leave, I make bold, Sir, to alk it, 


When the coach is gone off, pray what time goes the 


baſket, 
For there I can ride and ſing Lango Lee! 


| When, making his mouth up, The baſket, {ays he, Sir, 


Goes after the coach a full hour or two; 


Very well then ſays I. that's juft the thing for me, Sir, 


But the Devil a word that he told me was true: 
For tho' one went before, and the other behind, Sir, 


They ſet off cheek-by-jole, at the very ſame time, Sir, 
So the ſame day at night I ſet off by moonſhine, Sir, 


All alone by myſelf ſinging Lango Lee! 


Oh, long life to the moon, for a brave noble creature, 


That ſerves us with lamp-light each night in the dark, 
While the Sun only ſhines in the day, which by nature 


Wants no light at all, as you all may remark ; 
But as for the moon, by my ſoul I'll be bound, Sir, 
It wou'd ſave the nation a great many pounds, Sir, 
To ſubſcribe to light him up all the year round, Sir, 

O, mertily then I'd ing Lango Lee! 


3 


— 


— 


OE 
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Sung in No Song No Supper. 

IT II lowly ſuit, and plaintive ditty, 

I call the tender mind to pity, 
My friends ate gone, mv heart is beating, 

And chilling poverty's my lot; 
From paſhng ſtrangers aid entreating, ' 

TI wander thus alone forgot; 

Relieve my woes, my wants diſtreſhng, 


And Heav'n reward you with its bieſſing. 


Here's tales of love, and maids foriaken; 


Of battles fought, and captives taken; 
The jovial tar, fo boldly ſailing, 
Or caſt upon ſome diſtant ſhore, 
The hapleſs bride his loſs bewail:ng, 
And fearing ne'cr to ſec him more! 


Reheve my wocs, &c. 
THE MIDSHIPMAN. 


or here or there a jolly dog, 
1 Ai land or ſea I'm all agog, 
To fight, or kiſs, or touch the grog, 
For I'm a jovial midſhipman, 
A ſmari young midihipman, 
A little midſhipman, 
To fight, or kiſs, or touch the grog, 
Oh, I'm a jovial midſhipman, 


- > + —— — — —— — = 


My honor's free from ſlain or ſpeck, 


Ihe Captain alks, ( no need to preſs) | 
Come, dine with me, young midſhipman, &e, 


When Roval W:i!:am comes on board, 1 | 


The key once applicd, owns he doubly was fee'd, * 


f 110 } * 


The fore-maſt un at my back, 
With pride I walk i: + 1er-deck, | 
For I'm a ſmart y" Aſhipman, &e. 


I mix the pudding for o. 1 meſs, 
In uniform then neatly dreſe, | 


By England's Navy all ador'd, | * 
From him I ſometimes paſs the word, 
Tho' I'm a humble midſhipman, &c. 

| — | 

| ROSY WINE IS THE KEY. | 
OSY wine is the key that will open the heart, | 
And the breaſt will bo true that it meliows, 0 
When drunk we deſpiſe all baſe faflhood or art, ( 
For in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. = 


Then quickly paſs the jingling glaſs till we are mellow, 
Let cv ry man do all he can io be an honell fellow. 


The lawyer ſo grave for his client will plead, 
And with unbluſhing front aqainft equity bellows, 


For un liquor n 1 


4 
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The lover who vews for his fair one he dies, 
W hen wine roſy wine his boſom once mellows, 


Will own that her gold is more bright than her eyes, 


Fot in liquor we're all honeſt fellows. 
Then quickly paſs, &c. 


Then if liquor can baniſh all art and deceit, 


And the heart will be true that it mellows, 
Let us toſs off large bumpers whenever we meet, 
For in liquor we'er all honeſt fellows. 
| Then quickly paſs, &c. 
— 5 
HUZ ZA, TALLY-HO! | 
E ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field; oh 
Markird, cho' they blame, are all cager as you; 
And no one the conteſt will yield. | 


His lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, 


A hunting continually go; 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace 
Hark forward, huzza, tally-ho! | 
The lawyer will riſe with the firlt of the morn, 
To hum for a mortgage or deed; | 
The huſband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 
And rides to the Commons full ſpeed ; 
The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game; 


The poet, too, oſten lays low, 


Who, mounted on Pregaſus, flies after fame, 
Wich hark "Bnet — tallo-ho! 


How oft do they decency's bou 


But whullles and drives my team! 


my 


While, fearleſs, o'er hill and o'er woodlands we ſweep, 
Tho prudes on our paſtime may frown; 
ah over-leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down ? 


Thus, public or private, for penſion, for place, 


For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 
All ranks and degree: are engag'd in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally-ho! 
5 — — 85 


„ THE WAGGONER. 


WI. 1 comes to town with a load of hay * 


Mean and lowly though I ſeem, 
I knows pretry well how they hgures away, 
While 1 whiſtles and drives my tcam: 


Your natty ſparks and flaſhy dames 


How I do love to queer, 
I: runs my rigs, 
And paiters, and gige, 
And plays a hundred comical games 
To all that I comes near: 
Then in a pet 
To hear *cm fret, 
A mobbing away they g 
(“% The ſcoundrel | So pap ® horſe whipt!“ 
M ho, me ma'am ?'==) b 
Wo Ball, wo! | 
So to mind them 1 ne'er ſeem, 
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Zo as 1 ſeems thinking of nothing at all, 
And driving as falt as I can, 


1 1 pins a queer ching againſt the wall, 


Half a monkey, and half a man! 
The mob come round him to put up his bleod, 
While he's trembling from top to toe, 
My whip it goes {pank, 
ups Ball ou the fark, 
Ball plunges aud paints him all over with mud, 
Queers his flockings, and ſpoils the beau! 
Then the ſweet pretty dear | | 
Ah couid you but hear, | 
(Odds curſe you, I'll make vou know, 
you infernal villain??? 
Lord bicfs your baby face, I would not hurt 
« your {pindie thanks for the world!“) 
| Wo all, vo! a g 
So to mind 'em I ne'er ſeem, 
But whiſltes aud drives my team. 
Ard to I gets the finefl fun 
And frilk that ever you ſaw, 
Of ail 1 meets I can quecr ev'ry one 
But your gemmen of the law : 
Though they can ſcarcely put me down, 
Says I, 10 their courts when I'm led, 
W here their tails of a pig 
They hide with a wig, 
How many ways in I. ondon town 


They dreſſes a calf's head. 


DE ETD NE „ , 


—_ — — 


A „ 
— 
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Then « ev*ry dunce 
I 0 hear open at once, 
Like mill-clacks their clappers go, 
(Oh that's the fellow I ſaw grinning through 
, Py: the horſe _ in the country. 
8 ou're the fellow I ſaw uning through 
| "the pill in London ! 7. ad 
Wo Ball, wo 


So to mind nn 


But whiſtles, and drives my team. 


— 


AH WELLADAY POOR ANNA, 


om Anna lov'd a ruſtic boy, 


And William was the ſhepherds name, 
In him was center'd all her joy, 


For her he glow'd with e qual flame, 


His cruel father knew he 15 'd, 


And forc'd him o'er the ſeas away, 


Alone and fad poor Anna rov'd, 


And thus ſung out ah! well a day 
Ah! well a day, well a day, ah! well a cd 


| Sigh fond heart but do not break, 


Deep in love but dare not ſpeak. 


A wealthy neighbour weo'd the — 


His her ſordid mother Wan, 
The g gol Anna thus betray 'd, 
Wa forc'd to church avfl was 3 


— ee ere een — _ —— 


pm” — —_— 
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Returning back ſhe met her love, 
Ah! William dear ſhe fondly cried, 
May you a happier fortune prove, 

She preſs'd his hand —ſhe ſi gli d and died, 
Ah! well a day, well a day, ab! ! well a day, 
Gentle hearts ioo ſoon will break, 

Deep in love who dare not ſpeak. 


DUETT.—THE SALLOR's FAREWELL. 


"Sk. | | 
D* Will where art thou going ? tell me : why 
ſo full of care, 

Mhat means this bundle pack'd my lave? I all thy 
thoughts muſt ſhare, 

By that true love 1 bear thee! by this ſweet girl and 

boy, | 

[| muſt all thy py love, as I have ſhared * | 

joy. 


III.. 


Dear Sal for wh r prithee, I my thoughts will 
tell to thee, MEN fd 4 


I grieve becauſe ſo ſoon alas? I mull again to ſea, 


Lhe foe rides on our coaſt love, our country's cauſe = 
once more 


Calls every Britiſh Seamen from his love. his native 


ſhore, 


6116 
SAL. 


But what can all avail your Sal if her dear Will is loft. 
My boding heart foretells me, if thou ſhould'ꝰſt leave 
the ſhore 


Thy loving wife and children too will ne er behold | 


thee _—_ 
WILL. 


Nay whe not on thus dœareſt ſally, dry 1 lovely eyes, 
I' ſoon return well ſtowed with gold, taken in ſome 


fine rich prize, 

And if in Britain's cauſe love a noble death 1 find, 
Sweet gratitude takes care of thoſe the ſeaman leaves 
behind. | | 

41. 
1 feared how twould be when I ſax this morn at break 
of day 


Your two ; checked thirts packed up and on the floor 


your bundle lay, | 

If then it mull be. fo love, deftroy at once my bliſs, 

Do leave ſome token dearcit Will, give cach a parting 
kiſs. | TT | 

Take this my lovely Sal, but uit and foremoſt thou 

| muſt hen. 

I've bough' » ſnuit bok Whic h I meant to fend 1 
bark u., dear, 

The motto is well choſen for we are lovers true, 


Ice her it 1 reading)“ eas you loves me my deareſt 


I loves yours” 


I lore thy manly ſpirit Will, it is our country's boaſt, 


e Bec. - - . 


— oO”. - * 


4 


4 
\ 


reſt 


——ũ—— — 
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S Al.. | | 
Dear Will I thank hoe for this box it does thy love 


impart, 


I'll carry't in my boſom here I']] wear it next my ſkart, 
And ſhould we never more love, meet after this, adieu! 


I'll ſighing read {looking at it) “as you loves me my 
deacelt 1 loves you.” „ 


N11. 1. 


Oh Sal my deareſt Sal, one kiſs my heart will ſurely 


break, | 7 | 
And vou my little darlings buſs me for your mother's 


lake, | 


May we defcat the foe now as we have done before 


And ſoun rorurn to vur true loves, & our native ſhore. 
. . SE 
Oh Will my deareit Will one kiſs my heart will ſurely 
break. | | | | 8 
And you my little darlings kiſs him for his own dear 
ſake, „ 9 5 
May you defeat ncw as you have done before, 
And Joon return to your true love and to your native 
ſhore. . 
A DANCE ROUND THE MAT POLE. 
\ DANCE round the maypole my boſom delights, 
{ When the merry notes of the Minſtrels call; 
When the ſcaſon is gay, and the ev'ning invites, 


O the joys, the de yu * my boſom enchrall. 
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The high born maids look down with ſcorn, 


I envy not their giddy round, 


While jewels bright your heads adorn, 
Content within our hearts is ſound. 


— — 


BONNY CHARLEY. 


J DEARLY do I love to rove. 
Among the fields of barley ; 


Treas there that Charley told his love, 


- The blithe the winſome Charley: 
Then he ſo ſu'd, and he ſo woo'd, 
And marriage was the parley, 
What could 2 but buckle ky 
With bonny bonny Charley ? 


O my bonny bonny boy, 
D my Y . 


My bonny bonny 
O my bonny bonny boy, 
My bonny bonny Charley 
TI ken the laſſes rue the day 
I ſought the fields of barley; 


And firive to win from me away, 


The heart of winſome Charley : 
But, ahl how vain they canna gain 
His love by all their parley ; 
Ii Os 
My bonny C . 

OY O my bonny, &c. 


r 
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O! ilka blefling on the laird, 

That owns the fields of barley ; 
And ken 1 him alone regard, 
For he is winſome Charley: 
The gentle youth, with pure ii truth, 


So woos me late and early, 


I can't withſtand, to give my hand 


To bonny bonny Charley, 
5 O my bonny, &. 
I LOST MY HEART TO TEDDY. 
OUNG Teddy 1s an Iriſh lad, | 
1 So biuhe, ſo tight, fo merry, 
And when in ſweeteſt beaver clad, _ 
The pride of Londonderry : 


Then, Teddy thun the war for me ; 


Ah! Norah, be but ſteady ; 


But, arrah ! now it cannot be, 


I've loſt my heart to Teddy. 


When firſt we met—'twould make you laugh, 


Wie look'd ſo at each other; 
But Cupid piay'd too ſure by half, 
My heart was in a pother: 
Ted ſeiz'd my hand, and ole a kiſs, 
| Indeed! ſaid 1, already! | 
Then forc'd a frown, but *twas amiſa, 
I luſt my heart to wx © 


ls 
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When er the creature meets me now, 
Tis, love, when ſhall we marry ? 
I'm half inclin'd to keep my vow, 
And that 15—not to tarry: _ 
O! tis ſo ſweet to join the knot, 
And Hymen's always ready : 


A huſband is—what is he not? 


I've loſt my heart to Teddy. 


BRIGHT PHCEBUS.. 


mm RIGHT Phœbus has mounted the chariot of day, 


And the horns and the hounds call each ſportſ- 
man away; | | 


Thro' meadows and woods with ſpeed now they bound, 


_ Whilſt health, roſy health, is in exerciſe found. 


Hark away is the word to the ſound of the horn, 
And echo, Blith echo, makes jovial the morn, 


Each hill and each valley is lovely to view, 
While puſs flies the covert and dogs quick purſue; |» 
Behold where ſhe flies o'er the wide ſpreading plain, 
While the loud opening pack purſue her amain. 
Hark away, e. | 


At length puſs is caught, and lies panting for breath, 
And the ſhout of the huniſman's the lignal of death, 
No joys can delight in the ſports of the field, 
To hunting all paltime and pleaſure mult yield, 

| Hark away, &c. 


2ath, 
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LUCY GRAY; 
O HAVE you ſeen the biuſ!:; g roſe, 
The blooming punk or lily, 


Faircr than any flower that blow: 5 


Is Lucy Gray , of Ailendale. 


Penſice and ſad, o'cr Liacs and burn, 
Where oft the uymph they us'd to hall, 
The thepherds now arc he ard to moun, 
For Lucy Gray, ol Allcudale, 
Wich her to join the rural dance, 
Far have ] firay'd o'er ail and dale, 
* here pleas'd each ruſtic flole a glance , 


At Lucy Gray, of Allendalc. 


was underneath yoa ILawthorn ſhade, 


That firſt 1 told tlic tender tale, 
But now low lays, the lovcly maid, 
Sweet Lucy Gray, of Allendale. 


Bleak blows the wind, and keen beats the ratz, 


Upon my cottage in the vale, 
Long may I mourn, a lonely ſwain, 
dor 1 Gray, oi Allendalc, 
_— — 
MISS IN HER TEENS. 
TIT a tar, they cal! me yet, 
And wifs do th is and ils do chat; 
Then there's mamma, {ue can't forget, 
That ln way my checks iv pats 
14 
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My doll I us'd to fondle fo, 

gut girls like me, ut much demeans : 

Beides I'd have my mother know, 

I'm noi a child tho? in my teens. 
Where'er 1 go, 'tis pray take care, 

Be home in time and don't Ray late: 
Pray dear mamma, your caution ſpare, 

I'll ne'er be tcaz'd at ſuch a rate. 
No no, I cannot bear it long, 

And 'gad if nothing intervenes : | 
Tho' you perhaps may deem it wrong, 
I'll fly to Edward in my teens. 


He ſays, I'm not a bit too you g, 
And truly I believe I'm not; 
Then there's ſuch magic in his tongue, 
I ſure could give him all I got. 
And when [ fay I'll be his wife, 
He talks of ſuch enchanting ſcenes, 
That hey good-by to miſs for life, 


I'm then à woman in my teens. 
THE DUSTMAN. 


bo daſhing dick the deſtman, 
None my calling can degrad 
For 1 8m not the frft man, * 


Who has driv'n a dirty trade, 
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Duſt ho, duſt ho, I rings my bell and cries, 
| My tricks if you would hnd them, 
Pretty early you muſt riſe, 
For watch me flill, 
 Howe'er you will, 
I bears off many a prize, 
Aud if 1 wants to blind'em 
I throws duſt in their eyes. 
Why what's your man of honour, 
And what's your madam fame, 
A jilt when he has won ber 
That proves a dirty name : 
Victory, victory, he draws his ſword and cries, 
In the anidit of {laughter find him, 
Sce where the ſavage ſlies, 
: He {ſpares no life, 
Nor friend, nor wife, 
Where'er he finds a prize, 
Till death at laft to blind hun, 
Throws dult in his eyes. 
The Lawyer, the Phyſician, 
And cen the learned divine, 
Each drives in his condition 
As black a trade as mine: 
Fees ho! fees ho! each draws his purſe and crier, 
Their conſciences can't bind 'em, 
The wretched patient dies, 
All prayers fail, 
And ina * 
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The ruin'd client lies, 
Unleſs you throw to blind 'em 
Gold duſt in their eyes. 
And ſo d'ye ſee men buſtle 
| To ſee who's dirty firſt, 
And one another hullle, 

And all to raiſe the duſt : | 
Duſt ho! duſt ho: each draws h:s purſe and cries, 
And whom old Nick behind hin CE 

Will take, to mount up tries, 
All ſcrambling go, 
From friend to toc, 
| To bear away ſome prize, 
And cach throws dult to blind him 
Plump in his neighbour's eyes. 
NONE SO PRETTY 
A FAVORITE NEW SONG. 
| HIS life is like a country dance, 
The world a ſpacious ball-room, 
In which ſo many take a prance, 
They ſcarcely find for all room, 
Fidlers and Pipers in a row, 
See how the ranks are cloling, 
Each ſtrives his neighbours faults to ſhew, 
While he's his own expoling. 
Pray Ma'am what dance have you called? Matrimo- 
ny Ma'am— The figure is extremely eaſy -) ou 


t 
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turn fingle, run away with partner, lead up 
the middle, back to Ah 2 — partners 
Thus buſied in the fond turmoil, 
They time by folly meaſure, 
Turn all theic pleaſure into toil, 
And fancy toll a pleaſure, 


Some in full dance with ardour burn, 
And ſwim and glide and wander, 
While others waiting for their turn, 
Sneer, rule, aud deal out e. 
„„ And ſo the N ount muſt run away * 
Why ready I'm afraid fo ;? 
& IIis flirt has ruin'd him at play . " 
Poor man, I always ſaid fo. 
Oh no doubt about it: — kept by a * ſiciau beſore 
« ſhe came to the count !—duel with a young apes 
ce thecary !—ſyringes loaded with analeptic pills !— 
« *Tis your turn to begin Sir !—Sir I beg your 
60 & pardon” 8 


Thus buſied, &c. 
Away they prance it ſmall and big, 


ron. ginger, fair, and grizzle 2 
© Lord Ma'am you diſconcert my wag,” 
„ Twas you Sir tonz'd my frizzic !”? 
© Right hand and left, the bgure mind, 
„Lord what are you about ma'am? 
„% My dear Miſs Giggle you are blind. 
« My Lady Fuzz you're out dan 
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% Lord ma'am you ſhould conſider that the dance is 
my Lord Mayor's Feaſt :—it begins with a ſet 
* to and finiſhes with a reel”) 

Thus buſied, &c. 


Thus dance ſucceeding afier r dance, 
As if old Nick had 
They ſcandal vent, an nl Dn = {lirt and prance, 
And foot it to the bottom. | 
Thus having made for others ſport 
In regular rotation, 
With ſwinging intereſt they retort 
On them the obligation. 

(* Lord, — you ever ſee ſuch a frig ht as that wo- 
% man! rubbed it all off one fide of her face But 
& look at that man with his falſe calves turned be- 
& fore Come come, ladies and gentlemen, a new 
„dance! — Strike up NONE SO PRETTY — 

Thus buſied, &c. 


— 
THE SWELLING SAILS, 
IFE's like a ſca, in conſtant motion, 
Sometimes high and ſometimes low; 

W here every one muſt brave the ocean, 

Whatſoever winds do blow. 
Tho? at night by ſqualls or ſhowers, 

Or driven by ſome gentle gales, 


If dangers riſe be ever ready 
To marage well the booting ſails, 


When you are ſafe from dangers riding 


aw) 
What, tho' the wayward winds would bluſtcr, 


Let us not give way to fear; 
But all our patience let us muſter, 
And learn by reaſon how to ſteer: 
Let judgment ever keep us ſteady, 
For that's a balance ſeldom fails ; 
If dangers riſe be ever ready 
To manage well the ſwelling ſails, 
Truſt not too much your own opinion, 
When the veſſel's under way; 
Let good example be your dominion, 
That will ſeldom lead aftray. 
But ſhould thunder o'er you ſtudder, 
Or Boreas o'er the ſurface rails, 
Let good directions guide the rudder, 
hilſt providence condutts the ſails. 


In ſome favourite port or bay, 

Hope be the anchor you conſide in, 
Care awhile in {lumbers lay ; 

Next, each a can of liquor flowing, 
And good fellowſhip prevails ; 7 

Let every heart with rapture glowing, 
Drink, . Succeſs unto the ſails !*? 


07 


SUNG IN THE FARMER 
ngland's a Lion, firetch'd out at his caſe, 
Sailor his keeper, his couch the green ſcas ; 
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Shou'd a Monkey dare to chatter, or a Tyger claw, 
They tremble 41. roar as he lifts his paw: 

J love a ncighbour's friendſhip, but turn'd to foe, 
Prepare to meet him with blow for blow! | 


' DEAR WILLIAM SHALL LEAVE ME 
NO MORE. 

* A FAVORITE SONG. . 
| HO? Old England cries William invites me to 
x „ . 


And bids me dear Suſan relinquiſh thy charms ; 
Yet {}i!l thy lov'd image ſhall dwell in my heart, 
And midſt every danger ſweet tranſport impart, 
*Till with victory crown'd I return to the ſhore 

bl Then Suſan, dear Suſan, I'll leave thee no more. 

| To Neptune and Mars my fond ſuit I preferr'd, 


For with tears and with ſighs I their pity implor'd 
And begg'd they would ſpare the dear youth I ador'd, 
And I ſaid if a victor, they ſent to the ſhore ; 
| That William, dear William, would leave me no more. 
The gods thus replied, and I thank'd them indeed, 
The daughter of Albion in vain never plead; 
E'en the whole Britiſh fleet in that glory {hall ſhare, 

| «© Which we to beſtow on thy lover prepare :” | 
Soon in triumph cried I, will our fleet reach the ſhore, 


Who ſooth'd me with ſmiles, when my itory they heard: 


ST Hf ²˙ „e a wi 


* 


Tho' William, dear William, will leave me no more. 


„ 5 
While Britannia the laurels prepar'd for her Howe, 
He nobly exclaim'd ere the wreath grac'd his brow: 
« *T'was the brave Britiſh ſeamen that vanquiſh'd the 
foe, a | . 
tc And William was foremoſt his courage to ſhow,“ 
So with victory crown'd they return'd to the ſhore, 
And William, dear William ſhall leave me no more, 
| — — 
4 Favorite New Scotch Song. 
HN gaily roii'd the moments on, 
11 When Sandy wov'd me 1lka day, 
But a' that flecting j y is gone. 
Since war hath preſs'd him far away. 
Vain the ſhepherd pipe and ſing, 
The blooming maidens dance in vain, 
Till peaceful time ſhall Sandy bring, 
To mingle in the bappy tram: 
Tho” blithſome are the rural iwalns, 
Who grace the flow'ry banks of Tay, 
Yet none of them with a' their pains, 
Seems half ſo bonny blithe and gay. 
When dreſs'd in plaid of Tartan bra', 
With gartars dic'd beneath his knee, 
So {mart a lad you never ſaw, 
And O! how neat he look'd to me! 
Whene'er he drove his ſheep and kye, 
To fell them at the Tryſte or fair, 
Kind Sandy never fail'd to buy, 
A roll of ribbons for my hair; 


* 
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| But now his flocks, of late ſac glad, \ 
His lambs that wont to ſkip and play, 

_ Methinks are unco' dull and ſad, 

Since war hath preſs'd him far away. 


Ye fair, decreed in flate to ſhine, 

Your wealth and pomp I envy not; 
Be lairds your choice—but Sandy's mine, 
Wich him to ſhare a lowly cot. 
My boſom no ambition knows, 

hat veſtal maids may not impart; 

It from as pure a paſſion flows, 
As ever warm'd a lover's heart. 
Oft, muſing near yon verdant birk, 

I lang to fee the happy day, 
When he ſhall lead me to the kirk, 
And ne'er again gang far away. 


—_ | 
SAILORS ARE BORN FOR ALI. 
WEATHERS. 


T SAIL'D from the Downs in the Nancy, 
My jib how ſhe ſmack'd through the breeze, 
She's a veſſel as tight to my fancy 
As ever ſail'd on the ſalt ſeas. 

Jo adieu to the white cliffs of Briton, 
Our girls, and our dear native ſhore, 
For if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 

We mall never ſet them any more. 


— — 
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But 1ailors were born for all weather“ 
Great guns, let it blow high, blow low. 
Our duty keeps us to our tethers, 
Aud where the gale drives we mull go. 
When we enter'd the gut of Gibialtar, 
I verily thought ſhe'd have ſunk, 
For the uind ſo began for to alter, 
She vaw'd juſt as thuf ſhe was drunk. 
The ſqual: tore the mainſail to ſhivers, 
Helm a-weather the hoarſe boatſwain cric:, 
| Brace the foreſail athwart, ſee ſhe quivers, 
As through the rough tempeſt the flies. 
| „ | : But ſailors, &c. 
The ſtorm came on thicker and ſaſler, 
As black juſt as pitch was the {ky 
When truly a doleful diſtaller 
Beſel three poor ſailors and I, 
Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick IIandſal! 
By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 
Juſt while we were furling the mainſail, 
Were ev'ry ſoul ſwept from the yard. 
| | ut ſailors &c. 
Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick cricd peccavi, 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck, £7 
While they ſunk down in peace ta old Davy, 
Caught a rope and ſo landed on deck! 
Well what would you have, we were ſtranded, 


K 


After thus we at ſea had miſcarry 'd 


And out of a fine jolly crew, 
Of three hundred that ſail'd, never landed 
But I and 1 think twenty two. 
| But ſailors &c. 
9 
Another gueſs way fat the wind, 
For to England I come, and got married 
To a laſs that was comely and kind! 
But whether for joy or vexation 
We know not for what we were born, 


Perhaps I may find a kind lation, 


Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn, 
For ſailors, &c. 
BLACK KWD SUSAN. 
A LL in- the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 


The fireamers waving in the wind, 


When black-eycd Suſan came on board, 


Oh! where ſhall 1 wy vue love find ? 


Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me itue, 


Does my ſweei W ilham tail among the crew? 


William, who high üpon the yaid, 


Rock'd unh ine butows to and fro; 


Soon as her weil-known voice he heard, 


He figh'd, and caſt his ey es below: . 
The coid flides {wiiity thro? his glowing hands, 
And; quick as lightning, an the deck he Rands. 
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So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
(If. chance, his mate's ſhrill note he hear) 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The noleſt captain in the Bruiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 
O, Suſan ! Suſan ! lovely dear! 
My vows {hall ever true remain; 
| Let me kiſs off that falling tear: 
We only part to meet again. 
Change, as ye liſt, ye winds ; my heart Hall be 
The faithful compaſs, that ſtill points to thee. 
Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conflant mind; 
They'll tell thee, failors, when away, 
Inev'ry port a miſtreſs find — 
Yes, yes, believe them, when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art preſent, whereſoc'er I go. 
If to far [ndia's coaſt we fail, 
Thy ey. s are ſeen in diamonds bright: 
Thy breach is Afeic's fpicy gale; 
Thy tkin is ivory ſo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object, that I view, 


Wakes in my ſoul {ome charms of lovely Sue. 
Tho? batile call me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms | 


VV uliam ſhall to his dear return: I 8: 
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Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 

Left precious tears ſhouid drop from Suſan's eye, 

The boatſwain give the dreadful word, | 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread : 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard: 

They kiſs'd ; ſhe figh'd ; he hung his head. 

Her leſs ning boat unw illing rows to land- 

Adieu! ſhe cries; and wav'd her lilly hand. 


— 


DVETT. ung by Meſſrs. [acleden Sf Johinſlone. 
F * M night till morn I take my glaſs, 
In hopes to forget my Chloe; 
But tho* I — the pleaſing draught, 
She's ne' er the Ieks before me. 
| Ah, no, no, no, wine cannot cure, 
The pain I endure for my Chloe. 
To wine I flew to caſe the pain, 
Her beauteous charms created ; 
But wine more firmly bound the chain, 
And love would not be cheated : 
Ah, no, no, no, &c. 


SUNG IN THE FARMER. © 
| "Ag around the huge oak that o 'erſhadow'd yor 


mill, 
The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine ; 
Or the church was a ruin that nods on the hill, 
Or the cook built his neſt in the pine. 
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Cou'd I trace back the time, a far diſtant date, 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field; 

And the farm I now hold on year honour's eſtate, 
Is the ſame that mv g: randizther till'd. 

He, dying, bequeath, d to his ſon a good name, 

Which unſullied deſcended io me : 


For my child I've preſery' d it unblemiſh'd with 


ſhame, 
And i it Rl from 2 ſpot {hail be free. 
— 
TIPPY BOB. 


* name's Tippy. 1501 Dy 
Wuh a watch in cache ba” 
View me and on cach bd: and tl. ter. 
| I am ſure I'm the thin. | 
Nay I with 1 may {wir 85 
If I an't now a nice n atty crop. 
I am up io each 115, | 
Of niy hat ſmoke the gig, 
Like candles my locks dangle down, 
And lookin my rear, | 
As an oltrich I'm bare, 
But the kowingeit ſmart of the town. 
As 1 walk thro' the lobby, 
The guls cry out Bobby, 
lere Bobby, wy pretty Bobby, 
Now que ab ing, now bawling, | 


Then pulling and hauiing., 
K 8 
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So ſmirking and pleaſing, 

So coaxing and teazing, 
I can't get them oui of my nob. 
My veſt a foot long, 
Nine capes in a throng, 

My breeches—my {mall clothes I mean, 

From my cheſt to my calf, 
Damn the mob ! let them laugh, 


I drefs not by them to be ſecn. 


The firings of my knees, 1 
Like a chevaux-de-frizc, 


My boots to the ſmall of my leg; 


My flick the none-ſuch, 
No crop can me touch, 
For I ſwear I'm at home to a pes. 
As I walk thro' the lobby, &c. 
Obſerve well my ſhape, 
And the fall of my cape, 

It's the thing ! quite the ching! damme an't it, 
And this bow round my neck, 
Would at leaſt hold a peck, - 

It may catch ſome old Dutcheſs too (mayn't it,) 
Then under this collar, | | 
I've got a large roller, 


Tis juſt like a huge german ſauſage 


And ſqueez'd up ſo tight, 
That by this good light, 
It goes nearly to flop up the paſſage, 
As I walk thro' &c, 


(187 ) 
Sung in the SPOIL'D CHILD. 
FT AM abriſk and ſprighily lad, 


But juſt come home from ſea, Sir, 
Of all the Lives 1 ever led, „ 
A Sajlor's Life for Me, Sir, 
Veo, yeo, yeo, veo, yeo, yeo, 
Whilſt the Boatſwain pipes all hands, 


With yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, veo Sir. 


What girl but loves the merry tar, 

We o'er the Occan roam, Sir; 
In ev'ry Clime we find a Port, 

In ev'ry Port a Home, vir, 

Tes, yer, Kc. 
Bot when our Country's Foes are nigh, 

Each haltcns to his Gun, Su; 
We make the boaſting Frenchmen fly, 

And bang the haughty Don, Su. 

| Yeo, yeo, &c. 
Our Foes ſubdu'd. once more cn ſhore 
We ſpend our Caſh with Glee, Sir; 
And when all's gone, we drown our Care, 
And out again to Sea, Sir. 

| Yeo. yeo, yeo, yeo, Yeo. Yeo, ye 

| Wb the 2 8 A Len 
' With yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo Sir. 
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| BEAUTIFUL SALLY: 
3 the Park throng'd with coaches, ths nobis al 
run 
To view the dear angel, her ruin's begun, 
' Princes, dukes, lords, and bankers are firſt in lie: 
tra:n, | | 3 
In raptures they ogle, as yet but in vain; 
And ſee the old lecher, with theum in his eyes, 
Scarcely able to crawl, bidding high for the prize, 
Whillt rakes, bawds, and panders ate huntiag her 
down, 55 
The beautiful Saily's ſirſl known to the town, 
Each gallant adorer's with frenzy poſleR, 
Lei ſhe by ſome other ſnould fi: be poffeſt, 
Tho? all the ſame victim with ardour purſue, 
Yet by rank or by gold one obtains ihe kind view; 
Fond dreams of ambition her virtue aſſails, 
Till her noble deceiver by words ſoon prevails, * 
In ſplendor now rolling in chariot and four, | 
The beautiful Sally a higher can ſoar, 
But at length the grand rake is cioy'd with his Miſs, 
No longer dear Sallv's the fountain of bliſs, 
Whole nights this bright angel mult paſs all alone, 
To mourn the frail hour that ſhe ne'er can atone ; 
Her glaring attendants, her ſplendour no more, 
She now feels ſuch pangs as ſhe ne'er felt before, 
No provilion ſhe's made, and purſe growing leſs, 
The beautiful Sally firſt taſtes her diſtreſs, 
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Perhaps fi kle fortune the ſcene now may ſhift. 
And ere ſle's quite common may give her a lift, 
Her firſt {ad reflections the now ſeeks to drown, 
By flying te pleaſure's extravagant round; | 
Balls, plays, ma!querades, and all places of ſport, 
Wherever the ton goes ſhe's ſure to reſort, | 
Whcn no longer weak at her charms can replace 
The beautiful Sally's a wretch at King's Place. 


Awhile here ſhe ſtays till all feeling is dead, 
Grown callous to Thame, ſhe'll now drudge for her 

0 ad. | | : | | 

Thro' bitter abuſes, cold, hungry, and dry, 

The long tedious winter the ſtreets the mult ply; 

And if ſome kind chance throw a crown in her way, 

The watchman and juſtice come in for their prey, 

Or elſe from the round houſe to bridewell ſhe's ſent, 

Where beautiful Sally may ſtarve to repent. 


Now worn with diſeaſe ſhe draws fafl to her end, 

Quite feeble ſhe crawls to the Lock, her laſl friend, 

| Where a croud of pale fillers her fame do record, 

Till her birth, liſe, and Keepers reſound thro? each 
ward; | 

wp drench'd, rubb'd, and phyſick'd, all loachſome 
| e lics, 1 85 | 

Polute d and feeble, ſhe now ſcarcely ſighs. 

Forgotten at thirty, ſhe welcomes grim-deach, 


The beautiful Sally thus yields vp her breath, 
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SOLDIER's FAREWELL. 
DIEU, adieu, my only Life. 
My Honour calls me from Thee, 
Remember thou'rt a Soldier's Wiſe, 
Thoſe Tears but ill become Thee, 


What though by Duty I am call'd, 


Where thun 'ring Cannons rattle, 


Where Valour's ſelf might ſtand appall'd, 


When on the W ings of thy dear love. 


To Heav'n above thy. fervent Oriſons are flown, 
The tender Pr+yer thou put'ſt up there, 


Shall call a guardian Angel down, 


To watch me in the Battle. 


My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 
As ſword and buckler ſerving, 


| = life ſhall be more dear to me 


ecaule of th ſerving: 
Let peril come, 4, eee threat, 
Let thundering cannons rattle, 
1 fearleſs ſeek the conlliQ's heat, 
Aſſured when on the wings of love 
To heaven above, &c. 


Enough, with that benignant ſmile, 


Some kindred God inſpire thee, 


Who ſaw thy boſom void of guile, 


Who wondered and admired hee: 


(17 
1 8 my life adieu, 


| ough murdering carnage ſlalk in view ; 
When on the wings of thy true love 
To heaven above, &c. 


— — 


1 SUNG IN THE FARMER, 
(OE Village Maid, 
. 3 thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array d, 
15 All my weak 1s . 
For gold is droſs to me, 
E'en Nature's beauties fade, 
If not enjoy'd with thee, 
My charming Village-Maid. 
This morn at early dawn, 
I had a hedge-roſe wild, 
Its ſweet perfum'd the lawn, 
was e Nature's child! 
To grace my gay parterre, 
. glade, 
Sweet emblem of my fair, | 
My charming Village-Maid ! 
The DISCONSOLATE TAR. 
'THEN my money was gone which I gain'd 
in the wars, 5 CTR 
And the world 'gan to frown on my fate, 
What mat, er'd my zeal, or my honoured ſcars, 
When iudifference Rood at each gate. | 


» (142) 
| The face that wou'd ſmile when uy puric was well 
lin'd, 
Shew'd a * aſpect to me: 
So when I could nought but ingratitude find, 
I hy'd me once more to the ſe ea. 


I thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks on the — : 
Sol pack'd up the trifling remnams I'd got 
And a trifle, alas was my flore. ; 


A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Mhich over my ſhoulder I thicw ; | 
Away then I irudg'd with a heart rather lad, 


To join with ſome jolly thip's crew. 


The ſea was leſs troubied by far than my mind, 
But. when the wide main I {1:cey'd, 

I couid not help thinking the world was s unkind, 
And fortune a flipper) jade. 


But I ſwear if once more I ſhould take her x in tow 
[ will let the ungrateful ones fee, 

That che turbulent waves aud the . can how 
More kindneſs than they did to me. 


— — 


ER mouth, which a ſmile, 
Devoid of all guile, 
Half opens to view, 
Is the bud of the roſe, 
In-the morning that blows, 
 Impearl'd with the dew. 


1 way e «. ts. e 
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For he hope of return takes the 
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More bend 
Than 2 heath 
At the dawning of day; 
The hawthorn in bloom, 
The lily's perfume, 
Or the bloſſom of May. 


—— 


DEAR MARY, or the SAILOR's ADIEU! 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


FAREWELL to Old England, thy white Cliff 


adicu ! 
Can the gale be auſpi that bears me from your 
Tho? 3 divide Ron BE as the pole, 
No diſtance can change the true love of my foul ; | 
As well might my meſſmates determine to Y 


All the waters that fill up old Rane get * 
0 thought « * you 


As direct my firm mind | Tin its 
Farewell to Old England, dear Mary adieu! 


Dear Mary adieu! can that ſhip 7 to wreck, 


Where every plank bears your {weet name on the 
deck ? 
Nay, many love knots on the tops I 1 made, 


While 2 my ſhip- mates at chequers have play'd; . 


Their ſports are not paſtime but ſorrow to me, 


My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee ! 
More happy by far when thinking of yau, 
ing from adieu! 
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Yes! the hopes of return, all the joy of a Tar, 
Tis 1 his helm. Tis his guide and his 


Tis impreſs d on his boſom the moment he ſails, 
It ſhortens leng nights, and it quickens light gales; 
The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 
And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day ; 
With rapture it makes his affeRions to burn, 
And changes adieu into welcome return! 
Tz THE WOODMAN. 
LA remov'd from nuiſe and ſmoak, 
; Hark 1 hear the woodman's ſtroke, 
Who dreams not, as he fells the oak, 
What miſchief dire he brews: 
How art may ſhape his falling trees, 
In aid of luxury and caſe, 
He weighs not matters ſuch as theſe, 
| But fings, and hacks, and hews. 
5 Perhaps now fell'd by this bold man. 
} That tree ſhall from the ſpruce ſedan, 
Or wheelbacrow, where Oyſter Nan 
So runs her vulgar rig; 
The ſtage where boxers crow'd in flocks, 
Or elſe a quack's, perhaps the ſtocke, 
Or poſts for ſigns, or barber's blocks, 
Where fquiles the parſon's wig, 


en e e 
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Yet juſtice let us ſt ill afford, 
Theſe chairs, and this convivial board, 
The bin that holds gay bacchus' hoard, 
Confeſs the woodman's firoke : 
He made the preſs that bled the vine, 
Ihe butt that holds the generous wine, 
The hall itſelf, where tiplers J61 
To crack the mirthfal joke. 
| Thou mak'fi, bold peaſant, oh what grief, 
The gibbet on which hangs the thief, 
The ſeat where fits the great Lord Chief, 
Ĩ)!hbe throne, the cobier's ſtall : 
Thou pamper'it life in every Rage, . 
Mak'it folly's whims, pride's equipage, 
For children toys, crutches for age, 
And coffins for us all. 


BRITANNIA's LAMENTATION. 
bay a ſad mouldering cave, where the wretched re- 


treat, 

Britannia ſat waſting with care; - 
Lamenting her Woife, while ſhe mourn'd his fad fate, 
And gave herſelf up to deſpair. | 
The walls of her cave were enſculpter'd around 

With exploits of her favorite fon ; } 


And even the dull, as it lay on theground, - ; 
Was evgiav'd with atchievements he'd won, 


(7 4 


The proud giant of old, as tradition has told, 
Have broke from their darkſome abodes ; 

And this is the news that in heaven is told, 
They are marching to war with the Gods. 


Then a council was held in the chambers of Jove, 

| And this was the final decree; Y 

That Wolfe ſhould be call'd to the armies above, 
And the charge was entruſted to me. | 


To the plains of Quebec, with my orders I ſlew, | 
Where Wolfe with his army then lay; z 

He cry'd, O forbear, let me victory _— 
And then thy comments I'll obey ! 


| | With a darkening film I encompaſs d VN eyes, 
| =p And ogra hits away in an urn; | 
| Left the fondneſs he bore, for his own native wow, 
| Should tempt him again to return. 
| THE CHAPTER OF KINGS, 4 
W | By Mr. Collins. 
s HE Romans in England they once did ſway, 
| And the Saxons Fu after them led the way, ** 
| And they tugg'd with the Danes till an overthrow, 
They both of them got by the Norman bow, | 
1 ene. i 


| | Yet barring all pother—the one and the other, 
q: Were all of them Kings 1a their turn. 
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Lale Willy the Conqueror long did reign, | 


But Billy his ſon by an arrow was lun; 
And Harry the Firſt was a ſcholar bright, 
But Stephy was forc'd for his crown to fight, 


Second Harry Plantagenet's name did bear, 
And Caur de Lion was his fon and heir; 
But Magna Charta we gain'd from John, 
Which Harry the Third put his ſeal upon. 
There was Teddy the Firlt like a tyger bold, 
But the Second by rebels was bought and ſold ; 
And Teddy the Third was his ſubjeRts pride, 
Though his grandſon Dicky was popp'd afide. 


There was Harry the Fourth a warlike wight, _ 


And Harry the Fifth like a cock wou'd fight; 
When Teddy his coulin had kick'd him out. 


Poor Teddy the Fifth he was kill'd in bed, 
By butchering Dick who was knock'd in head; 
Then Harry the Seventh in fame grew big, | 
And Harry the Eighth was as fat as a pig. 
With Teddy the Sixth, we had tranquil days, 
Though N made fire and Be? 
But Queen Beſs was a glonous Dame, 


nry his ſon like a chick did pour, 
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But 9 his ſon was a comical blade; 
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Poor Charley the Firſt was a martyr made, 


Second when hotly ſ 
1 = . ye ſee from Willy the & by 


Queen Ann was viQtonious by land and fea, g 
And Georgey the Firſt did with glory ſway; E 
And as Georgey the Second has long been dead, | 


Long life to the Georgey we have in his ſtead, b a 
And may his ſons ſons to the end of the chapter 
All come to be A, in their turn. | 1 7 

— 1 


'TWAS IN EDINBURGH TOWN, 


2 WAS ia Edinburgh Town, 
I met wi alad, 
And they call him winſome Johnny O, 
And he vow'd he'd give me, 
A braw new plaid, 
For a kiſs of my mou ſo bonny O, 


My pretty little mou fo bonny O, 1 
* in Edinburgh Town 


winſome lad, 3 
You 12 ſaid 1 ; Johnny O, | | w 
Nor I will not take . 2 
You braw new | 
For a kifs of my mou ſo bonny O, 2 
My pretiy litile mou ſo bonn) O. 1 


(9) 
Then to Edinburgh Kirk, 
% 
Yes, t win 
wy oa Laut I could not , 
2 him — no, 
For he kifs'd my mou ſo bonny O, 
My pretty little mou ſo bonny G. 
— — 
IRISH DESCRIPTION of LORD HOWE": 
VICTORY, 


To the tune of © Go, go, take your Bottle away 


from me.“ In Patrick in Pruſha. 
Compos'd by Mr. 7. ASHLEY, of BATH. 
OME all ye brave Iriſh that fail the ſalt ſeas, 
I'll ang of a fight ſuch as never was fought, 
The Ladics dear creatures I'm ſure it muſſ pleaſe, 
For 2 were kill, d fait much quicker than 
ought ; 
"The cannons kept being 
| The Frenchmen expiri 
While dolphins around ſung a ſad ed eta tune 
Ihe Sea was as hot, 
As a faſt boiling pot, 


When brave Howe beat the French on the uf 1 * 
of June. 


"Twas juſt at day break 8 | 


One ſunday when as 7 rp thinking of Church 


- 
— ͤ wi——e— 
— — — 


Thy Fond roof 
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'd tho? kept out of fi 
ſail, Z TTA 


Admiral was firiving, 
2 all day con 


And ce 


| To get of the acobin French Fleet the wind, 


Brave Paiſley and 


When that we leated, 
ſoon were defeated, 
And ſome of their beſt foremoſt ſhips left behind. 


One famous French veſſel the Jacobin call'd, 
Was ſo fairly knock't up, to the bottom it went; 
And many beſide were ſo terrible maul'd, 
They muſt be ſtark mad fait if not quite content. 
Our ſhips all excell, 
Their fam'd Sanſpariel, 
As 23 25 2 Roaſt Beef ſurpaſſes lobſcouſe: 
enguer did tremble, 
Their St. Tuf uft deſemble, 
And their Montagne ip off fait as fall as a mouſe. 


the French did well trim, 
And bang'd them about fait till quite out of breath, 
Both thoſe 4 ſouls gain d the loſs of a limb, 
And 9 men were rewarded with death. 
French ſoon were flying, 
To get away 


trying, 


Su we Pepper r'd For, By” av, and duſted their coats 3 


* their line brave Howe broke, 
. And this terrible ftroke, 
Sunk the hearts in the breeches of the ſans culotes. 
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Thus a err we gain'd and a glorious one too, 
Fait thoſe that deny it will all that allow; 


The ſans culotes thought our brave fleet to anke rue. 


But hold, my dear Creature they did not know Howe | 
Cong peace to our nation, 
And free from vexation, 
May we Hill remain and loy ally ling: 
May Britons ne'er ſever, 
Brave Howe live for ever, 


Rule Britannia brave boys and God ſave the King, 


— — 


NEW HUNTING SONG. XI. ASHLEY. 


V E mortals who prize the ſweet joys of the chace, 
Ariſe and to horſe, ſee the day breaks apace, 
Hark the horn from yon valley delightfully ſound: 
And echo repeats the loud cry of the hounds, 

The chace is begun, 
How ſwift the dogs run, 


ire the hallow brave boys, ſec they have her in 


vicw; * 


What ſport can compare, 


Win nunting the hare, 


n the mon waile the meadows ace ſpangled with dew, 


Roſy hea! u our prime blefiing glows *relh 1 in tho face 
Of oct ſport loving mortal, who joins in the chace, 
Diana dur goude! © Pr this decree 

„That hunters from care and diicaſe thai be bro”? 


> 24 . 


at 
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So wich vigorous health, 
Far priz'd above wealth, 
We ſportſmen purſue our unrival*d del ights : 
Then away to the field 
Don't to dull Morpheus yield, | | 
But enjoy the blythe chace while the ſeaſon | invites. 


Come bumpers brave boys let us drink while we may 
For hunters are hunted thro? life's ſportive day, 
Our foe cloſely follows ll we're out of breath 
And ſooner vr later's ſurely in at our death: 
Then fill up the glaſe, 

| Let each toaſt his laſs, 
'v For bunter admire and adore the kind fair: 

From beauty's ſweet lip, 
Love's neftar we'll lip, 


__ the night in ſoft love then to hunting repair. 


— — 
| | MOSS ROSES. 
12 rov'd from diſtant pleaſant bowr's, 

Where ſmiling nature gay, 
Inſpir'd with joy the peaceful hours, A | 
As blythe they paſs” d _ | | | 
To ſell feet flowret's here I've ſtray * 
Theſe tears my grief diſcloſes, 
Fot ance I was a village maid. | 
Tho? now I cry mols roſes. | 


But as my youth began to dawn, | 
Ah! me my parens died, + 


— 


— 
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And left me hapleſs and forlorn, 


To pity's care allied. 
But Heav'n ne'er forſakes the child, 
In virtue that repoſes, 


But flill ſupplies with ſlow'rets wild, 


Her wants with ſweet moſs roſe:. 


Then lovely maidens come and buy, 


They'll add io beauty's bloom, 
A luſtre give the tadiant eye, 
And ſcaiter ſweet perfume. 


So ſhall my grateful boſom bleſs, 


The fair hand that expoſes, | 
And freely gives with chearfulneſs, 
Its bounty for moſs roſes. | 
—— — 
THE COTTAGE OF CONTENT, 
. BY Mr. COLLINS. 


T* a cortge live and the cot of content, 


As its 10of's neither lofty nor low, 


May boaſt that tis bleſt like a Patriarch's tent, 
With all the kind Gods can beſlow; 
 Tis' a flation which yieids me a ſpring of delight, 


Which Lordiings may envy tv {ee, 


And a king may behoid it and {ay ** does this — 


A bleſſing mb more than me. 


tenement ſtands on the brow of a hill, 
| Where on Mammon ad pride Lak down, 
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While the cackoo's note join'l with the clack of :he 


mill, 


I prefer to the clack ofthe ton; 


Of my houſe I'm the ſovereign my wife is the queen, 


And ſhe rules while ſhe ſeeks to obey, 
Thus the autumn of life like the ſpring tice ſerene, 
Makes November as cheerful as May. : 
I lie down with the lamb and I riſe with the lark, 
Health, ſpirit and vigour to ſhare; 
For I feel on my pillow, no thorns in the dark, 
Which the 2 of the day planted there; 


And though bigotseach night to elude Heaven's wrath, 1 


| To their Saints and their wooden gods pray, 
E Pr I court not for daggers of lath, 
n my fleep to drive demons away. 


Yet let not the Egotiſt boaſt of his bliſs, 
Nor to ſelf be life's comforts confin'd, 
As he certainly merits all bleſſings to miſs, 
Who has no ſocial impulſe of mind: 
For my friend I've a board I've a bottle and bed. 
And more welcome that friend if he's poor, 
Nor ſhall he who looks up for a lice of my bread, 
Though a firanger be ſhut from my door. 
No ſervant I flint nor on my cock, 
| 1 ſave a poor bor of al ber, . 
or buttery nor pantry difgrac'd with a lock, 
Shall proclaim that old gripe all larves here; 


F. 
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| "Om the miſer on bolts e depend, 
—— Te keep thieves and robbers at ba 4 
But domeſtick attachment houſe al defend, 


OR A EY and by day. 7 
— — 2 


THE EQUIVALENT. 
A Favorite Comic Song, Sung by Mr. Fawcel:. 


Fs Life, 'tis life an equivalent yields, | 
| And pain is link'd to peu ; 
I thought a Nabob fluſh with caſh, 
Was happy beyond meaſure : 
But ſays he to me you're wrong my friend, 
*Tis true I've money plenty, 
But gold won't cure my gouty pains, | 
| Or change threeſcore to twenty, 
* wheugh !. Auh ! wheugh! 
Or change threeſcore to twenty. 


I din'd with a roſy Cit, 
Who drank till he was mellow, 
Says I, you eat and lau me much, 
You muſt be a jolly fe 
Says he to me you're. .. ro my friend, 
I' e got at home a beide, Sir, 
She's * cooing with my clerk, WEE 
And I get henpeck'd befide, Sir. : 
- OGuckoo ! Cuckoo | 
And I get heopeck'd beſide, Sie RI £34 
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A lawyer and a doctor too, 
I met; hands full of fees, 
I thought profeſſions ſo divine, 
Would enſure a heart of eaſe, 
The lawyer ſaid you "re-evrong my friend, 
Though poverty ne'er clogs us, 
Fe ſomehow when we go to > be 
The Devil always j jogs us. 
Claw! Claw! | 
The Devil always j jogs us. 


1 met a ſailor wan and pale, 


His two legs ſhot away, 


1 faid 1 griev'd to ſee a tar, 


Thus periſh and decay. 
Says he to me, cheer! cheer my friend ! . 
The loſs of limbs don't fling, Sir, 
I fill have two ſupporters left, 
Old England and my King, Sir ! 
Huzza! Huzza! 


Old — and my King, Sic! 
— — 
WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBOROUGH. 
| A Favorite Scotch Song, 
bs AS within a mile of Edinborough town, 
bo the roſy time o' the year, 
| Sweet flowers bloom'd, and the graſs was down, | 
Aud each ſhepherd 1 woo'd his dear, 


.”_ 
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Bonny Jockey blithe and gay, 
Riſs'd ſweet Jenny making hay, 
The laſſie bluſh'd and frowning eG 
No, no it wonna do, 
1 canna wonna, munna buckle tno. 
Jockey was a wag that never would wed, | 
Tho' long he had follow'd the laſs, 
Contented ſhe carn'd and eat her brown bread, 
And merrily turn'd up the graſs, 
Bonny Jockey blithe and free 
Won her heart right merrily, 
Ver ſlill ſhe bluſh'd and frow ning cry S: 
No no 1t will not do | 
I cannot wonnot monnot buckle too. | 
But when he vow'd he wonld make her his bride, 
Tho' his flocks and his herds were not den, 
She gave him her hand and a kiſs beſide, 
And vow'd ſhe'd for ever be true, 
Bonny Jockey blithe and gay, 
Won her heart right merriſy, 2 
At church ſhe no more frowning cried, | 
No no it wonna do. 


1 canna, wonna munna buckle too. 
— Jp N 


1CAN DANCE AND SING TO TING TING, 
ASSES all are femple, | 
So the wiſe ones ſay, | 
Cau _= by bluſh or dimple, 


ho is Py" 


SD | 


The ribband and the vor, 
One brings on the pa | 
With ruſtic in her Ackin Mae, | 
Squeezing the hand is the damſels cue * 
| For by ting ting wang ting. : 4 
ng 10 ting ting ting. 
whe the boy we fancy, 
Jolly comes to woo, | | 
Lady fine or Naxcr, EG } 
All know what to do | Rn 
Tho' mantling cheek denics, 
And language of the eyes. 


When the tongue gives you words , 
Take in her ſilence the laſſes mind, 
With ting ting ting ting ti 15 
When the wa. e 83 unkind, 
Take in her — the laſſes mind, 
If her heart goes ting ting ting. 1 
I can dance aud ſing, &c. &c. ä 7 


Zi 


— 


— ; 
SUNG IN THE ADOPTED CHILD. | 
* _ | | | | 


Since Cuch ; joy N ſoon await you Þ | 
H re $ | | 0 | 
What — bean 

No more viſions now ſhall cheu yous 


— 


W 


Dilly, dilly, dilly, dilly, come and be killed, 


Johny Oſtler do ne 


— 


Time has wings 
2 And ſoon will flee, 
Single 1 will never be. 
Why ſhould time 
In my prime 


_ 


bn bridal joy 


1 

Time has wings &c. 

Sung by Mr. Banniſter in the Mayor of Garrat. 
HAT have you got for dinner, Mrs. Bond? 
There's beef inche der and ducks in the | 


What! py: t for dinner, Mrs. Bond, 
There's bee ny e larder, and ducks in the pond : 


Dilly, dilly, dilly, dilly, come and be killed, 


— Oftler do you, kill a duckling or two; 
Johoy Ofiter do you, kill a duckling or two; 
ohny Oftler do you, kill a duckling or two, 
ng or two; 
ily, dilly, dilly, dilly, come and be killed (bis. 


I have been to the ducks, that are in the pond, 5 
But they won't come to be killed, Mrs, Bond Jon. 
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I cry'd dilly, dilly, dilly, come and be 


killed, 
For the wait, and their bellies muſt be filled, 
Mrs. Bond then flew, to the wry 0 | 
8. 


With plenty of onion, and 
She cry d little wagtails, come 14 U be tht killed, 

For you muſt be ſtuff d, and the ws” ono > filled ; 
Dilly, dilly, dilly, dilly, came and were killed, 
Dilly, dilly, dilly, * came and were killed. 


GONG 2 in the MYSTERIES of the CASTLE. 


OVE is but care 
Sorrow repentance, 
If the objzeR's fair, 


War ports comes your { 
| rett ah. - 
| 4 * 4 
She's ſet up 157 f li | 
| You're fer down for jealous; 
Thus do married men, 
Knowledge to — 
School boy like, again 
Con their horn- s over. 
Tol lol lol de rol lot lol lot lo de tot lol 
- de rol lol tol Gl lol de 


fellows 


If no longer young, 
Madam's teeth are going; 
Still ue has a tongue, 


Which you're ure of knowing, 


_ 


— 


* 


(6161) 


Morning, noon and night 
Clatter, clatter, clauer, 
Tho' ſhe cannot bite, 
Sweetly {he can chatter ; 
Charming honey moon! 
How munch and mumble, 
Preito, chang'd the tune, 


How they growl and Ne 


Tol de rol. | 


Thus from pouting lips, 
Or from pouting temper, 
Madam often trips, 
Spouſe wou'd of hemp ber ; 
O, what bliſsful fate ! 
When ſuch doves are : 3 
Short indeed the date, 
Such delights are killing. 
So, my ſaucy ſong, 
If indeed no is Vas 
* both old, and young, 
cyt, or Charybdis, 


Tol.de rol. 
' SUNG IN THE AuUPTED CHILD. 


— ͥ 


IN che low winding vale that's refreſh'd 
Where the convent of Nicholas ſl 


the fiream 


The vineyard invites the ſun's rip'nin _ 


Ra ah 


(12) 
How the Monks i in their = 
Muſt have ſwigg'd it away, 
O let not a cluſter 
Till cheir cheeks, I ſcppoſe, 
In an aftornoon's doſe, 
Were as purple and plump as the grape. 
The mould'ring walls are conceal'd by the fruit, 
And the liquor you'll fay is divine; | 
Tho? the clay of Firs — ill clings to the root, 
Our cups overflow with the wine. 
Ho the Monks 1 = their day 
Fl, ms have ſwigg'd it away; 
O they let not a c eſcape, 
Till their cheeks, I 3 
In an afternoon's 


Were purpi ad play ws the grape. 


SUNG BY Mr. Mrs. BLAND. 


W. is curious ſure nature*s to blame, 
The ſex high and low in this point are theſame: 
And what at our birth we inhefit from her, 
Is her own bleſſed gift and no crime I aver: 
So if kept from our view, 

Any good thing or new, 

What wonder we pout, 

And would fain find it out: 
Then how to pleaſe woman [I'll tell you the plan, 
I's to ſay all you know and as ſoon as you can. 
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Theſe lords of creation, what a fuſs and a 
Of wonders and dangers of this that and t other: 
What a trouble, heav'n bleſsws, they'd ſave to their 


hives, 


| If they wou'd but conſult, in moſt matters, their wives: 


Tis ftrange they dont try it, 
We are always ſo quiet, 
Never wiſh = the rule, 
Only prudent and coo! : 
Then how to pleaſe woman, I'll tel! you the plan, 


Is 1 to lay all you — and as ſoon you can. 


— — 


TIIE SEA ENGAGEMENT. 


TI ſignal diſplay'd, to engage we prepare, 


How awful's the moment that uſher's in war, 
When each hears the orders his poſt to attend 
And claps to his boſom his me ſſmate or friend, 
Old England's the word with huzzas the {ky rings. | 
Our thunder ſwift flies and the battle begins, 


Loud peal follow peal, ſee the deck run with gore, 


And echo reſounds from the far dillant . 
See the burning battle rages, 


| Yard-arms blending each engages, 


Now to grapple boys we brought her, 
Fire's the word how great the {laughtcr. 


Fight on they'll ſoon their Rations fly, 
Sce they _ in a ranks they die, 


M 


—— — ˙Lꝛr 7ĩ⁊ —O—jꝙę — — — 


„ 
| * 
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She ſlrikes we've won the day 
Now board her boys, huzza. 
Ts thus every Briton his cauſe does maintain, 
We fight for Old England not lucre of gain, 
For freedom and beauty we conqueſt purſue, 
And fill fight the hercer by thinking of you. 

_—__—_— 

OF NOBLE RACE WAS SHINKEN, 


F noble Race was Sh:nken, 
The Line of Owen Tudor: 
But hur Renown is fled and gone, 


Since cruel love purſu'd her. 


Fair Vinni's eyes bright ſhining, 
And Lilly Breaſts alluring, 


Poor Shinkens Heart, with fatal dart, 


Have wounded, paſt all curing. 
Hur was the pretti'ſt Fellow 
At Foot-ball or at Cricket; 


At Hunting Chaſe, or nimble Race, 


Cotſplut, how hur con'd kick it, 


But now all joys are flying, 


All pale and wan her Cheeks too; 
Hur hea't ſo akes, hur quite forſakes, 


Hur herrings and her Leeks too. 


No morc mutt dear Met heg lin 
Be top'd u good Mongomery ; | 
And if Love Sore, imart one Week more, 


Adieu Cream-Checſe and Flummery, 
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Sung in the ADOPTED CHILD. 
T evening when my work is done, 
And the breeze at ſetting ſun, | 

B Scarcely breathes upon the tide, 
U Then alone I love to 3 
| Unheard unſeen my fi 
| Steals along the ſhaded brag : 

All is dark and all is mute, 

Save the moon and lovers lute : 
Tang ting tang it ſeems to ſay 

Lovers dread return of day. 


Then towards the Abbey wall I ſteer, 
There the choral hymn I hear, 
While the organ's lengthen'd note 
Seems in diſtant woods to float: 
Returning then my filent oar 

Steals along the ſhaded ſhore ; 

All is dark and all is mute, 

7” Save the moon and lovers lute : 

| Tang ting tang it ſeems to ſay 

Lovers dread return of day. 


ON THE LAKE OF KILLARNEY. 


O the lake of Killarney I firft ſaw the lad, 


Who with ſong and with bagpipe cou'd make 
my heart glad, a: 
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Grag Fr kr dr len ne eyes were ſo bricht, 


ſhone like the ſlars in a cold froſſ 
oo WT” 


1, wp" Soap! ddy was 
like the fairies 3 


g. of Killarney wore green willow tree, 
dear Patrick ſung love tales to me, 


my 
and he dane'd and he won my fond heart, 


— — 


Sung by Maſter WELSH. 


RO? foreſts drear 1 once did firay, 
Where every ſongſter us'd to ſay, 
ce 0 loiter here, tis nature's ſpring, 
Thy carol {weet, dear minſtrel fin 
« Sweet birds, I cried, ** — 1, like you, 
& Aſcend the face of heav'n to view: 
« Like you, I'd welcome nature's ſpring, 
* My carol ſweet for ever ling.” 


— 


Sung by Mr. Munden, in the Myſteries of the Caftic. 


On what a country for people to marry, 


In love and its comforts they never miſcarry. 
In miſs wants a huſband and maſter a wife, 
Parents conſent and they're happy for life, 
| If one bed won't do 
Þ ns, put up with twa, 

wife loves to roam, 
Th good man ſtays at Home 


1 


(an) 
At Night they retire, from their merry go-rounds, 


He's got a few boules, ſhe's ſt a few pounds, 


If ſuch the delights ſuch fond union beſpeaks 
Say who wou'd live ſingle a week, 


Who wou'd live ſingle a week. ** wi 


Fortune perhaps the dear couple may ſmile upon, 


Field for the fair, to ſhew off their grand ſtile upon 


A coach and fix horſes, a ſervice of plate, 
A beau for ſoft ſervice, a dozen for fate, 

Shou'd pocket be low, 

To traſhc they go, 

A great rout 1s declar'a 

A rich pharo prepar'd, | | 
The guclls return lighter, perhaps than they went. 
The ſupper's diſcharg'd and th e voſt is comtent ! 


If wedlock ſuch e ary fo can diiÞlay, 
11\ 


Pray who wou'd live ſingle a day 
Se, | Clarmuig ſcene 
Pray who wou'd live ſingle à Gay, | 
Lucky in theſe, they have otter recourſes too; 
Sweet ſepartions, and tender aiyories ton, 
If our wife, in a friend tov much confidence 2 
We thruſt a flilletto firaight inte his guts: 

They look only look big, 

By a counſellor's wigs 

And the weapon they draw, 

To a limb of the * 
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Both parties for damage good naturediy ſue, 


And their wrongs are ſet right, by a nabeb or jew ; 
If huſbands ſuch 14 , have in their power, 


Then who would live 


ngle an hour. 3 
| Plcaſant rogues! 
Then who wou'd live ſingle an hour. 


Sung by Signora Storace, in Fack of Newbury. 


M love is young, poor little boy, 


Untaught he ſings of growing joy 
Untutor d bv deceit. 288 ; 


Poor child he ſpeaks whate'er he feels, 
His partial thoughts he ne'er conceals, 


Untutor'd by deceit. 


| When older 2 not quite ſo true, 
He'll ſecrets keep, as well as you, 


When tutor'd by deceit. 
Will learn to bluſh and heave the ſigh, 


Pretending faints and reaſons why, 


When tutor'd by deceit. 
But will the urchin, old in art, 
Bring joy to this poor {imple heart, 
When tutor'd by deceit. 
Whilſt inmate here *twere bliſs to me, 
To keep fond love from fallhood free, 
Dnutuior d by deceit. 
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| 3 hy Mrs. Bland, in the ſumt. 
W cupid firſt his trade began, 


From fair to fair he blindly ran; 
Donna, donna, donna, della: 
No bribe could lure him from the brealt, 
No charm his active arm atreſt, 
Y When once the fatal bow ficins g preſt. 
Donna, donna, donna, della. 


But ſoon by prudent grey beards caught. 

The little wamon god was taught, 
Donna, donna. donna, della. 

He aim'd not blindly as of old, 

His arrows blunted were with gold, 


Like other trafſick bought and ſold. 


Donna, donna, donna, della. 


And now with int'reſt hand in hand, 
Ile holds the world at his command, 
Donna, donna, donna, della, 
And ſure it is if ſpite of art, 
Ile chance to touch an honeſt heart, 
| 1 hat age forgot to tip the dart. 
Donna, donna, donna, della. 
— — 


DOWN IN THE NORTH COUNTRY. 
3 N in the north country, 


| As ancient reports do tell, 
1 h-ce lies a famous country towu 


Some call it merry * | M4 


' 


( 170 } 


And in this country town 
A Farmer there did dwell, | 
Whoſe —_— would to market go 
HFler treaſure for to ſell. CE 
As ſhe was travelling along, N 
Over hills and mountains high, 
It was her chance to loſe her way, 
Where a ſhepherd ſhe did ſpy: | 
O! ſhepherd, 6 ! ſhepherd, quoth ſhe, 
Many days to you God ſend, 
I am a maid and fall be undone, 
Dunleſs you fland my friend. 
 Ofer hills and mountains high, 
E'er fince the break of day, 
I have been traveilins many a mile, 
And cannot find my way; | 
Come fit thee down by me, 
The ſhepherd reply d with a ſmile, 
And I'll ſhow thee a nearer way, 
Than this by a full long mile. 
The d ſate him down, 
The fair maid ſhe drew nigh, 


| He pull'd out his bag-pipes wond'rous ſweet, 


And play d melodioully : 

He play d her ſuch a tune, 

he made this fair maid fing, 
Makes all my nerves to ring. 


der» 
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O! the pherd, O! ſhepherd, quoth ſhe, 
If as time would but perame n; | 
1I now play it over again, 
rel fear TA Forget it, 
He play'd it over once again, 
As he had done before, 
And gave this fair maid much delight, 


It pleas'd her more and more. 


My deareft ſwain, quoth ſhe, 
A thouſand times adieu; 
Aud, if ever I chance to loſe my way, 
To find it, VU come to you. 
— 
. 
HRO all the conditions of life, | 
We each of us plunder each other, 
The huſband he plunders his wife, 
The fiſter ſhe plunders her brother; 
The guardian be e plunders his ward, 
The lawyer his client the ſame ; 
The thief plunders all, 'till a cord 
Puts an end to his rapine and ſhame. 


— — 


TOBACCO. 


)BACCO's but an Indian weed, 
| Grows green at morn, cut down at eve; 
11 ſhews our decay, we are but clay. 


Think on this when you ſmoke 3 


(172 ) 


The pipe that is ſo lilly-whitc, 
Wherein ſo many take delight, | 
Is broke with a touch, man's life is ſuch, - 
Think of this when you take tobacco. 


Ihe pipe that is ſo foul within, | 

I Shews how man's ſoul is ſtain'd with fin, 

4 It does require to be purg'd with Fire, 

n Think of this when you take tobacco. 
The aſhes that are left behind, 

| Do ſerve to put us all in mind, 

That into duſt we muſt return, 

Think of this when you take tobacco. 
The ſmoak that does ſo high aſcend, 
Shews that man's life muſt have an end; 

The vapour's gone, man's life is done. 

Think of this when you take tobacco. 


— -_ — 


— — 
3 Sung by Mr. Dignum. | 
WY HEN ſpring {kims lightly o'er the lawn, Kh 
Or lurks beneath the flow'ring thorn, 


Itz fragrant breath that ſcents the grove, 
Is not ſo ſweet, as her I love. 


When ſummer leads the hours along, | 
With chearful dance and merry ſong ; : 
The tuneful birds that cheer the grove, | | 10 
Are not ſo blithe as her I love, | 


2580 >< 


= | 


. 


— — — 
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When autumn yellows o'er the fields, 


And golden joys of harveſt yields; 
Me all the glowing charms approve, 


But more the cheek of her 1 love. 
But ah! when winter's gloom appears, 


And nature ſheds her bountcous tears; 


| Tho” cold the drop, congeal'd above, 


More cold the heart of her I love. 


— 


Sung in FACK of NEWBURY. 
E Ellen was a gentle mad, 


Whoſe breaſt no care could move, 


Till Edwy falſe her truth betray'd, 


And ſought another love. 


Then crown her head with willow, 


With drocping weeping willow. 


In vain on Edwy, wou'd ſhe call, 


His cruel heart to move; 
For he is gone from bow'r and hall 
To ſec) another love. 
1 ::© 1 crown, &c. 


Another waid may be more fair, 


Yet not ſo conſtant prove; 
Her heart a prey io keen deſpair, 
Wiil ſeek no other love, 

Then crown, &c. 


} 
* 
| 
i 
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Sung in the ſame. 


WT tho' the one have gold in ſtore, 
| And with the world in wealth can vie: 
Let ſoon ſuch tinfel ſinks before, | 


The lad that I have in my eye. 
What tho? another mirth befriend, 
And ſorrow from his preſence fly ; 
Yet muſt his filly ſuit ek, 5 
Whilſt I've another in my eye. 
Tho! ſenſe maintain the lawvers head, 
And wit that all the 2 : 
Yet can I not his worſhip wed, 
Whilſt I've another in my eye. 


Sung in the ſame. 
ENTLE Hymen at thy feet, 


See the ſuppliant Cupid bend, 


Anxious ev'ry hope to meet, 
Proud thy wiſhes to befriend; 
Pleaſure reigns where e'cr we rove, 
Hymen haud in hand with love. 
Cupid's ſhafts arc tip'd with joy, 
Hymen's roſy chain is light, 


Virtuous love that ne'er can cloy, 


Grown their days with ſoft deli 
Pleaſure reigns, &c, - - 


j 


= 


0 


WA 


| 


*Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 


Each frec-born Briton's ſong ſhall be 


| Nolmev'ry Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
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DEATH OR LIBERTY. 


Yi bappy in my native land, 
I boaſt my country's charter ; 


I'll never baſely lend my hand, 


Her liberties to barter. | 
The noble mind is not at all i 
By poverty degraded; | 


And well I am perſuaded, 


Give me death or liberty. 


Tho? ſmall the pow'r which fortune grants, 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, 

The lordly kireliag aten wans _ 

That freedom which defends us : 

By law ſecur'd from lawleſs {trife, 
Our houſe is our caitellumz _ 

Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we ſell em? 


Cie me death or liberty. 


— — 


THE WAY TO KEEP HER. 


HE mind ofs woman can never be known, 
You never can gueſs it aright ; > 
I'll tell vou the reaſon, ſhe knows net her own. 
She changes ſo often e'er night: 
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— purale Ap her whimfies to follow, 


His oracle would be a zeſt; 
She'll frown when ſhes kind, 
She'll change with the wind, 


And often abuſes the man that ſhe chuſes, 


And him ſhe refuſes like beft. 


To keep them in temper I'll tell wy 
I'd have you give Toke 6s to my 1 
Be merry and chearful, good humour — ext gay, 
And kiſs them n66kk ns you can 3 
For while you do theſe, you the ladies will pleaſe, 
Their afteftions you're ſure for to gain; 
Then be of their mind, 
And quickly you'll find, 


Tis better than wrangling, contending and jangling, 5 


For an love you and kiſs you again. 
BONN BET. 


O more I'll court the town · bred fair, 
Who ſhines in artificial beauty; 


For native charms without — 


Claim all my love, reſpe& and 


Oh! my bonny bonny Bet, fwect bloflom, - 


Was I a king ſo proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 


To grace thy faithful lover's boſom. 


1 
ver, aſk me where thoſe beauties lie, 


Is cannot ſay in ſmile or dimple; 
In blooming check, or radiant eye, 
'Tis happy nature, wild and fimple. 
Oh! my bonny bonny * Ac. 
Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And ſigh in numbers trite and common; 
Ye gods! one darling wiſh be mine, | 
And all I aſk is lovely woman. | 
Oh! my bonny bonny Bet, dc. 
Come deareſt girl, che roſy bout, 
Like thy bright eye, with pleaſure dancing, 
My heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, 
Wk — ev'ry ſenſe entrancing. 
: | Oh! my bonny 3 Bet, de. 
— 


COUL'D A MAN BE SECURE. 
OUL'D a man be ſecure, 
That his life would endure, 
As of old for a thouſand long years - 
| What arts might he know, 
What acts might he do, | 
| And all ee hurry or care. 


But we that have but ſpan- long lives, 
The thicker muſt lay on the pleaſure, 
And fince 3 will not ſlay, 
We'll add the night unto the day, 
And thus we'll fill the us. 


Pr” —> - — — — —— — — — 


(18) 
SUNG BY MRS. MARTYR. 


A Jo ex I am from Shields —T hail, — 
now how to hand—can reef and "ON 
Up Swin, I've work'din many a gale, 
Kept many an anchor clear :— 
Where hank for hank, fo oft I've ung f— 
And cheerly to the windlafs ſprung - 
nd aloft or below, | 0 
What cheer lads, ho! / 
| A Cruizer, lads is now my lot.— 1 
| A well built ſea-boat, trim and tight : | 
l ——» W lle in the Locker there's a ſhot, ; " M 
; They'll find us ready day and fight. 
We've long bcen Maſters | of the r; ; . | 
| And ſtill the weather-gage we'll keep! „„ 
f 8 And aloft or . | 
What cheer lads, ho | 
E - a bow!, a 3 bowl, | | [ 
_ capacious ſoul! „„ 
va BY. is, let it have | | 
Depth enough to be m ve; ; 
I mean the grave of Ml my care, 2 G 
For I deſign to bury't | 
i Let it of filver faſhion'd be, ” 
i Worthy of wine, worthy of me, . * 


- 
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Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 
As that bright cup among the lars 
Fill me a boul, a mighty bowl, 
Large as capacious fo 


- 
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| 
A | Foverite Song. 
\ HEN the bright God of day 


Drove to weſtward each ray 
And the evening was charming and clear, - 
The fwaliows amain 
Nimbly {kim o'er the plain, 
And our ſhadows like giants appear. 
In a jeſſamine bow'r, 
When the bean was in low'r 
And zephyr breath'd odours around: 
Lov cly Dy 3 Vi14 Was ſat, 
With a ſong ard 1pirnet | 
To charm ali ikke giove with the ſounc. 
Roſy bowers ſhe ſang, 
| White the harmony dung. | 
And the buds they al lait "11g - ſtrive; 
A "Th" indallr ou becos, 


'1 From the towers a"; 4 tre 
| Cent) hum wich the 18 9 thei hive; 
| The Jay. 30d of love, 


— _ — — — 
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As 5 be rang 4 o er the grove, 
| N 
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By _ coudufted along; 


As the touch'd o'er the firings, | 
He beat time with his win 


And echo repeated the ſong. 


Oh ! ye rovers, beware 

How ye venture too near, 

Love 1s doubly arm'd for to wound ; 
Your fate you can't ſhun, 
And you're ſurcly undone, 

Tf you raſhly approach near the ſound, 


— 


OLD CARE. 
B* gone, old care, I prithee be gone from me; 


Be gone old care, you and 1 ſhall never agree ; * 
Long time have you been vexing me, 
And fain you wouid me kill, 

But eiaunh old care, 

Thou never fhalt have thy will. 

Too much care will make a young man look grey, 
And ioo much care will turn an old man to clay : 
Come you ſhall dance and I will hng, 


So merrily we will play; 


For 1 hold it one of the wiſeſt * 


To drive old care away. 5 
—— 


ON A PIPE OF TOBACCO. 


RETTY tube of mighty power, 
Charmer of aa idle hour ; 5 


| Cm: 


Objekt of my hot defire, 
Lip of wax, and eye of fire; 
And thy ſnowy taper wail, 
With my hnger gemly brac'd ; 
And thy love.y ſwellipg crefl, 
9 With my bended ſlopper preſt; 
| And the ſweeteſt blils of bliſſes, 
Breathing from thy balmy kiſſes; 
Flappy thrice, and thrice again 


Liappicſt he of happy men, 


Vho, when again the might returns, 
Wen again the taper burns; 
— When again the crickets gay, 
(Liule crickets full of play) 
Can afford his tube 10 feed 
With the fras:ant Indian weed; 
| Pleaſure for a noſe divine, 
Incenſe of th: God of Wine! 
Happy thrice, and thrice again 


Tlappien he of happy men! 


SUNG BY T. BLANCHARD, 
HEN little on the village green 
We play'd, I learn'd to love her; 
She ſeem'd to me ſome fairy queen, 
So light trip'd Patty Clover. 
N2 
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| 8 every imple, childiſh art, 
a7 A y to move her; 

Thee pluck'd, the bleeding heart, 

To give to Patty Clover. 
"y faireſt flow'rs to deck her breaf 

I choſe, (an infant lover) 

I ſtole the goldfinch from its neſt, 

To fing 40 Patty Clover. 


Tho' ſtout, 11] ſure be conſtant fill, * 
Nor ever be a rover; 
If means incteaſe, and coffers fill, 
»Tis all for Patty Clover; 
Tis all for Patty, lictle Patty, 
Party Clover, Patty Clover; 
Tis all, tis all, tis 2 Patty Clover. 


) 


—— 
THE PRINCE AND OLD ENGLAND 
FOR EVER. 


8 good fellows all, Care's an errant old aſs, 
Avaunt his dull methodilt face, 
Let us drown him as faſt as we can 1n the glaſs, 
And let mirth take the Puritan's place: 
Yes, Momus, with pleaſure thy phiz we admit, 
Whoſe motto was friendſhip a and fun, 
No let him that can't blaze like a beacon with . 


eee * 
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ſh round the bottle, he's wiſe who OPS. 
hay 17 is the blockhead's endeavour ; 

And now for a toaſt to delight you my boys, +] 
Here's the Prince and old Eng land for ever. _ 
The Prince and old England 2 ever, huzza, 

The Prince and Old England for ever, huzza, 


And now for a toaſt to del ht ye, my boys, 
Here's the Prince and Old 3 for ever. 


Let envy's dark demon unceaſingly toil, 
Let the arrows of calumny fly; 

The youth on their miſchief look down with a — 
His virtues their verom defy: 

Like Avacreon of old, he the myrtle's ſoft pow'r 
With the vine's purple branches ſtill blends ; 

No dull ſtupid maxim that boſom can ſour, 
Who delights in its country and friends. 

Then pulli round, Sc. 


Let Britons rejoice in that fortunate hi, 
That gave birth to a favorite child; 
At which envy and tyranny only could lower 

| Vhilſt commerce and li 3 
Now let each Britiſh boſom wit rapturous glow 
And eflufions of joy rend the ſkies, 8! : 
For fate has ordain'd him to heal all our woes, 
And the arts of our ſoes to deſpiſe, 
Thon puſh cound the bottle, &c. 


{ 184 ) | 
CACK LATLIWY, -- k 
Jes Ratlin was the ableſt ſca-man, x; 


None like him could hand, recf, and fleer, 
o dingerous toil but he'd encountcr, 
With {kill and in contempt of fear : ” 
In fight a lion—the battle ended, Os * 
Meck as a bleating lamb he'd prove; | | 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 


Yet did he ſigh and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the flowing liquor, 
For none of theſe had Jack regard; 
He, while his mellmates were carounng, 
High futmg on the pendant yard, 
Would think upon his ſair ones beauties, 
Su ear never from ſuch charms to tove, 
That truly he'd adore them living, 
And, dying, Lgh—1o end his love. 
The ſame expreſs the crew commanded 
Once more to view their native land, 
Among the ref}; brought Jack ſome tidings, 
Would it had been his love's fair hand; 
On taic—her death defac'd the letter, 
Inftant her pulſc forgot io move, 
With quiv'ring lips, and eyes uplifted, 
* He heav'd a figh—and dy'd for love! 


TOASTS 


——* 
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| (16) 
Toasrs axp SENTIMENTS. 


TAY our huſbandmen, ſeamen, and induftrious 

mechanics, never want a harveſt to their la- 

bours, nor peace to enjoy it. 3 | 

May the heart never covet what the hand has ne 
right 10. | EC 

Improvement to our arts, & Invention to our artiſts.” 

Laboar's true reward to every Briton—content and 
plenty . „ 

May our wants be ſown in ſo fruitful a ſoil as to pro- 
duce immediate relief. ns | 

May our love of the glaſs never make us forget de- 
ceny | | 

May the mind never feel the decay of the body. 

| Reaſon in our actions, religion in our thoughts, and 

| reflection in our expreſſions. | | 

Succels without a check to Britiſh arms. - 

Serenity to every breaſt that beats with philanthropy. 

The lovers of virtue in the arms of beauty. ” 

Society's ſureſt cements—temperance and modeſty. 

The fruit of good deeds to the winter of our lives. 

The man we prize and the maid we love 

Valor without cruelty, and virtue without hypocriſy, 

Warmth to every heart in a good cauſe. 

| May the prize of wiſdom find mary candidates. 
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May the eye that drops for the misfortunes of others, 
never ſhed a tear for its own. | 


Beauty without affeftation, and merit without deceit. 


3 
- 
* 


conſcience be the companion of their lives. 

May a joke never be foreſlalled with a laugh. | 

The hand that gives and the heart that forgives. 

May the coward never wear a red coat, nor the hy- 
pocrite a black one. | | 


May health paint the check and fincerity the heart. 
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ing the ſufferings of a ſovereign. 7 
Plenty to the heart expanded by generoſity. 
Cupid's magic ring on the middle finger. 
The Enghihman's triumvirate — love, wine, & liberty. 


of reaſor. | 


-— remorſe. | | 

May we never hurt our neighbour's peace by a deſire 
of app aring witty. 

When honor is to be decided by the ſword may it we- 

ver find the way to the heart. N.4 
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| IJanocence to the riſing generation—and may a good 


Proſperity to the liberty of the preſs in aſſerting the 
=. rights of the people—confulion to it when infult- 


1 May che moments of micth be regulated by the dial 
May the wreath of victory ever flouriſh on the bros 
1 May we look forwird with pleaſure, and back without 


